




O ERA ED MASSEY’S POEMS 





“I propose to review the works of no ordinary 
poet, — Gorald Massey. It appears that his station in 
life is obscure, and his fortunes for from prosperous. 
Such, also, was the condition of Kcrts, to whom lie 
bears in many features of his genius, a marvellous re- 
semblance. Keats has found patrons now ho is in his 
grave : may Massey find them on this side of it ! I 
have not the honor (for honor l should think it) to 
know him personally ; therefore, if I should err in my 
ju lgmcnt of his merits, the cause of my blindness will 
not be attributed to an over-heated partiality. Hero 
are stanzas of exquisite and almost unrivalled beauty. 

There are thoughts and expressions hero which 

remind us of Shakespeare in the best of his sonnets. 

The reader of this criticism I hope will test its 

accuracy by the perusal of a volume which contains a 
larger quantity of good poetry than threescore osten- 
tatious \ olumcs by ** eminent hands.” I feel almost as 
mu:h of pleasure in bringing it farther out into public 
notice, as I should of pride if l had written one of its 
piges. Here is such poetry as the generous Laureate 
will rcnl with approbation ; such poetry as .Jeffrey 
would have tossed aside with derision, ami as Gifford 
would have torn to pieces with despair. Can any 
thing more or belter be said for it ? ” — Walter Savage 
La a dor . 
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BIOGRAPHIC SRETCn. 


Thjb reader of the miscellaneous literature of the 
day has doubtless met with the name of Gerald 
Mawy attached to poems strikingly beautiful m 
language and intensely passionate in finding. These 
po< ms ha\o heretofore been published chiefly in 
journals whieh are yet in a great measure tahooid 
in vvliat are regarded as “ resectable literary cir- 
t les.” The “ Spirit of Freedom,” a cheap journal, 
started in 1849, and written exclusively by work- 
ing-men, lontained a largo number of them ; and 
others have since appeared in the “ Christian So- 
cialist, ” a cheap journal conducted by Clergymen 
of the Church of England ; and many others also, 
of great beauty, have been published in the 
“ Leader," 5 a remarkably aide journal conducted 
b\ Thornton Hunt, the Son of the poet. 

You see at once that the writer is a man of vivid 
genius, and is full of the true poetic fire. Some* of 
his earlier pieces are indignant expostulations with 
soci< ty at the wrongs of suffering humanity ; pas- 
sionate protests against those hideous disparities of 
life which meet our eye on every side ; frguinst 
power wrongfully used ; against fraud ana Oppres- 
sion in their more rampant forms; mingled with 
appeals to the higher influences of know' lodge, jus- 
tice, mercy, trutn, and love. It is always thus 
with the jxvct who has worked his way to the light 
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< through darkness, suffering, and toil. Give a poor 
down-trodden man culturo, and in nine cases out of 
ten, yon only increase his sensitiveness to pain ; you 
agonize him with the sight of pleasures which *aro 
to him forbidden ; you quicken his sense of despair 
at the irightful inequalities of the human lot. 
There are thousands of noble natures, with minds 
which, under better circumstances, would have 
blessed and gloriiied their race, who have boon for 
ever blasted — crushed into the mire — or con- 
demned to courses of desperate guilt 1 — for one 
vs ho, like Gerald Massey, has nobly risen above his 
trials aud temptations, and triumphed over them. 
And when such a man do°s find a voice, surely 
4 • rose-water ” verses and “hot-pressed” sonnets 
arc not to be expected of him ; such things arc not 
by any means the natural products of a life of des- 
perafo struggling with poverty. When the' self- 
risen. and sell-educated man speaks and writes 
now-a-days, it is of the subjects nearest to his hear*. 
Literature is not a mere intelligent epicurism with 
men who have Hollered and grown wi.se, hut a real, 
earnest, pubtuonate, vehement, living thing — a 
power to move others, a means to elevate them- 
selves, and to emancipate their order. This is a 
marked peculiarity of our times ; knowledge is now 
more thau ever regarded as a power to elevate, not 
merely individuals, but classes. Hence the moHt 
intelligent of working-men at this day are intensely 
political : we merely state this as a fact not to he 
disputed. In former times, when literature was 
regarded mainly in the light of a rich man's luxury, 
poets who rose out of the working-class sung as 
their patrons wished. Bloomfield and Clare sang 
of the djuiet beauty of rural life, and painted pic- 
tures or evening skies, purling brooks, ‘and grassy 
meads. Burns could with difficulty repress the 
“ Jacobin 9f spirit which burned within him ; aud 
yet even he was rarely, if ever, political in liis tone. 
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His strongest verses, having a political bearing* 
were those addressed to the Scotch Representatives 
in reference to the Excise regulations as to the dis- 
tillation of whiskey. But come down to our own 
day, and mark the difference : Elliot, Nichol, Barn- 
ford, the author of ‘ 4 Ernest ,’ 9 the Chartist Epic, 
Davis, the 41 Belfast Man,” Do Jean, Massey, and 
many othors, are intensely political ; and they de- 
fend themselves for their selection of subjects as 
Elliot did, when he said, 44 Poetry is impassioned 
truth ; and why should we not utter it in the 
shape that touches our condition the most closely 
— the political? ” But how it happens that the 
writings of working-men now-a-days so generally 
assume the political tone, will bo best ascertained 
from the following sketch of the life of Gerald 
Massey : — 

lie was born in May, 1828, and is, therefore, 
barely twenty-three years of age. lie first saw the 
light in a little stone hut near Tring, in Herts, one 
of those miserable abodes in which so many of our 
happy peusi^try — their country’s pride 1 — a,ro 
condemned to live and die. One shilling *t week 
was the rent of this hovel, tlie roof of which was 
so low that a man could not stand upright in it. 
Masses’s father was, and still is, a canal boatman, 
earning the wages of tei\ shillings a week. Like 
most other peasants in this 44 highly-favored Chris- 
tian country,” he has had no opportunities of tnlu- 
eation, and never could write his own name. But 
Gerald Massey was blessed in his mother, from 
whom he derived a finely-organized brain and a 
susceptible temperament. Though quite illiterate 
like her husband, <*he had a firm, free spirit — it ’s 
broken now ! — a temler yet courageous heart, and 
a pride of honest poverty which she never ceased to 
cherish. But she needed all her strength and 
courage to hear up under the privations of her lot. 
Sometimes tlie husband fell out of work ; and there 
b 
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n was no bread in the cupboard, except what was 
purchased by the labor of the elder children, some 
of whom were early sent to work in the neighbor- 
ing silk-mill. Disease, too, often fell upon the 
family, cooped up in that unwholesome hovel : in- 
deed, the wonder is, not that our peasantry should 
be diseased, and grow old and haggard befere their 
time, hut that they should exist at all in such lazar- 
houscs and cesspools. 

Kono of the children of this poor family were 
educated, in the common acceptance of the term. 
Several of them were sent for a short time to a 
penny school, where the teacher and the taught 
were about on a par ; but so soon as they were of 
age to work, the children were sent to the silk-mill. 
The poor cannot afford to keep their children at 
school, if they arc of an ago to work and earn 
nionov. They must help to oko out their parents’ 
slender gains, e\cn though it bo only by a few 

S cnee weekly. No, at eight 3 ears of age, Gerald 
I.issey went into the silk manufactory, rising at 
fi\e o'clock in the morning, and toiling there till 
half-past six in the e\ oiling ; up in the gray dawn, 
or m the winter before the daylight, and trudging 
to the lactory through the wind or in the snow ; 
seeing the sun only through the factory windows, 
brea tiling an atmosphere laden with lank oily 
vapor, lus ears deafened by the roar of incessant 
wheels — 

“ Bull all the div the iron wheels go onward. 

Grinding l'ie clown fiom its roai k , 

And the children’* soul*, which God is calling sunward, 
t?pin on blindly m the dark ” 

What a life for a child 1 What a substitute for 
tender prattle, for childish glee, for youthful play- 
tftime ! Then home, shivering under the cold, star- 
less sky, on Saturday nights, with 9 d . 9 Is., or 1.*. 
for the whole week's work, for such were tho 
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respective amounts of the wages earned by the child* 
tabor of Gerald Massey. 

But the mill was burned down, and the children 
held jubilee over it. The boy stood for twelve 
hours in the wind and sleet, and mud, rejoicing in 
the conflagration which tints liberated him. Who 
cau woilder at this? Then ho went to straw-plait- 
ing, — as toilsome, and, perhaps, more unwhole- 
some than factory-work. Without exercise, in a 
marshy district, the pi alters wfce constantly 1 lav- 
ing racking attacks of ague. The hoy had the 
disease for three years, ending w ith tertian ague. 
Sometimes four or the family, and the mother, lay 
ill at one time, all crying with thirst, with no one 
to give them drink, and each too weak to help the 
other, llow little do we know of the suflerings 
endured by the poor and struggling “elapses of our 
population, especially in our rural districts ! No 
pr<*sti echoes their wants, or reconls their suffer- 
ings -, and they live almost as unknown to us us if 
they were the inhabitants of some undiseo\ ered 
country. 

And now take, as an illustration, the eiiild-lifo 
of Gerald Massey. u Having had to earn iny own 
dear bread,’’ he says, “ by flic eternal cheapening 
of flesh and blood thus early, I never knew what 
childhood meant. [ had no childhood. Ever 
since I can remember, L have had the achlug fear 
of want, throbbing in heart and brow. The cur- 
rents of my lifo were early poisoned, and few, me- 
thinks, would pass unscathed through the scenes 
ami circumstances in which I have lived ; none, if 
they were «is curious and precocious as 1 was. The 
child comes into the world like a new coin with the 
stamp of God upon it ; and in like manner os the 
Jews sweat down sovereigns, by hustling them in 
a bag to get gold-dust out of them, so is the poor 
man's child bustled and sweated down in this bag 
of society to get wealth out of it ; and even a£ the 
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♦impress of the Queen is effaced by the Jewish 
process, so is the image of God worn from heart 
and brow, and day by day the child recedes de\ilr 
ward. 1 look buck now with wonder, not that so 
few escape, hut that any escape at all, to win a 
nobler growth for their humanity. So blighting 
are the influences which surround thousands in 
early life, to which 1 can boar such bitter testi- 
mony 99 

And liow fared the growth of this child'* mind 
the -while* Thanks to the rare of liis mother, who 
had sent him to the* penny school, he had learnt to 
read, and the desire to read had Ikjcu awakened. 
Books, howe\er, were very source. The Bible 
and Bunyan were the principal ; ho committed 
many chapters of the former to memory, and ac- 
cepted all Banyan’s allegory as bona fide history. 
Afterwards he obtained access to iC Robinson Cru- 
soe,’ ’ and a few Wesleyan tracts loft at the cottage. 

. These constitute his sole reading, until he came 
up to London, at the age of fifteen, a* an errand- 
bo^ ; und now , for the first time in his life, he met 
with plenty of books, reading all that came in his 
way, from “ Lloyd’s Penny Times,” to Oobbett’s 
Works, “ French without a Waster , 9f together 
w T ith English, Roman, and Grecian history. A 
rn\ ishing awaken men t ensued, — the delightful 
sense of growing know ledge, — the charm of new 
thought, — the womb rs of a new world. “Till 
then,” lie sa^s “ I had wondered why L lived at 
all, — whether 

* It was not better not to be, 

I who bo fUll of misery. 1 

Now I began to think that the crow r n of all desire, 
and the sum of all existence, was to read and get 
knowledge. Read ! road ! read 1 1 used to read 

* ‘aj all possible times, and in all possible places ; 
in bod till two or three in the morning, — 
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nothing daunted by once setting the bed on lire* 
Greatly indebted was I also to the bookstalls,- 
where I have read a great deal, often folding a leaf 
in a book, and returning tlio next day to continue 
the subject; but sometimes the book was gone, 
and then great was my grief! When out of a 
situation, I have often gone without a meal to 
purchase a book. Until I fell in love, and began 
to rhymo as a matter of consequence, L never had 
the least predilection for poetry .• In fact, 1 always 
eschewed it ; if I ever met With any, I instantly 
skipped it over, and passed on, ns one does with 
the description of scenery, Ac., in a novel. I al- 
ways loved the birds and flowers, the woodh and 
the stars ; 1 felt delight in being alone in a snimner- 
wood, with song, like a spirit, in the trees, and the 
golden Min-bursts glinting through the verdurous 
roof; and was conscious of a stern ms creeping 
of the blood, and tingling of the mives, when 
standing alone in the starry midnight, as in God’s 
own presence-chain l >er. But until I began to 
rhyme, 1 cared nothing for written jioetrj . The 
first verges E e\ er made were upon * Elope, when I 
was utterly hopeless ; and alter I had begun, E 
never ceased for about four years, at the end of 
which time E rushed into print.” 

There was, of course, crudeness both of thought 
and expression in the first verses of the poet, which 
were published in a provincial pajicr. But there 
was nerve, rhythm , and poetry ; the burthen of the 
song was, <c At even-time it shall be light.” The 
leading idea of the poem was the power of knowl- 
edge, v irtue, and temperance, to elevate the con- 
dition of the poor, — a noble Idea truly. Shortly 
after he was encouraged to print a shilling volume 
of “ Poems and Chansons,” in his native town of 
Tring, of which some 250 copies were sold. Of 
his later poems we shall afterwards speak. 

But a now power was now working upon bis na- 
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true, as might have been expected, — the power of 
opinion, as expressed in books, and in the discus* 
sionn of his folio w- wo r kora . 

“ As an errand-boy/* he says, “I had, of 
course, many hardships to undergo, and to bear 
with much tyranny ; and that led me into reason* 
ing upon men and things, the causes of*misery, 
the anomalies of our societary state, politics, &c., 
and the circle of my being rapidly out-surged. 
New power camo*to me with all that I taw, and 
thought, and read. I studied political works,— 
such as Paine, Volney, llowitt, Louis Blanc, &c., 
which gave me another clement to mould into my 
verse, though I am convinced that a poet must 
sacrifice much if ho write party-polil ical poetry. 
His politics must bo above the pinnacle oi party 
zeal ; the politics of vternal truth, right, and jus- 
tice. Ho must not waste a life on what to-morrow 
may prove to have been merely the ipiestion of a 
day. The French Revolution of 1S48 had the 
greatest effect on me of any circumstance conn< ctetl 
with my own life. It wa-s scarred and blood-burnt 
into the very core of my being. Tins little volume 
of mine is the fruit thereof.” 

But, meanwhile, he had been engaged in other 
literary work. Full of new thoughts, and bursting 
with aspirations for freedom* he started, in April, 
1849, a cheap journal, written, entirely by work - 
itig-men, entitled, 44 The Spirit oft ^freedom : ” it 
was full of fiery earnestness, and half of its weekly 
contents were supplied by Gerald Massey himself, 
who acted as editoi . It cost him five situations du- 
ring a period of eleven months, — twice hccauso he 
was dotected burning candle far into the night, and 
three times because of the tone of the opinions to 
which ho gave utterance. Tho French Revolution 
of 1818 having, amongst its other issues, kindled 
the zeal of the working^nMi in this country m tho 
cause of association, Gerald Massey eagerly joined 
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them, and he has been recently instrumental 
giving gome impetus to that praiseworthy move* 
meat, — the object of which is to permanently 
elevate the condition of tho producing classes, by 
advancing them to the status of capitalists as well 
as laborers. 

A word or two as to Gerald Massey’s recent 
poetry. Bear in mind that lie is yet but a youth ; 
—•at twenty -thro© a man can scarcely be said fair- 
ly to have entered his manhood ; and yet, if wo 
except Robert Niehol, who died at twenty-four, 
we know of no English poet of his class, who has 
done ahy thing to compare with him. Some of 
his most beautiful pieces originally appeared in 
the columns of the Leader.” They give you the 
idea of a practised hand — one who nas reached 
tho full prime of his poetic manhood. Take, for 
instance, his <c Lyrics of Love,” so full of beauty 
and tenderness. Nor are his “ Songs ul Progress” 
less full of poetic power and beauty. 

Gerald Massey is a teacher through tho heart, 
lie is familiar with the passions, and leans towards 
the tender and lo\ing aspect of our nature. He 
takes after Burns more than after Wordsworth, 
Elliot rather than Thomson, llo is but a ;young 
man, though he has crowded into liis twenty-three 
years already the life of an old man. He has won 
hi$ experience in the school of the poor, and nobly 
catnea his title to speak to them as a man and a 
hrother, dowered with “ the hate of hate, the 
scorn of scorn, the love of lo\o.” 

Ev tract from im Eftza Cook's Journal 1851. 




PREFACE 

TO THE THIRD EDITION. 


'I no not like to write a Preface. 1 do not think 
a volume of verse should iu*cd one. But, as my 
Book has reached a Third Edition, and as almost 
as much has J>een said about myself as about my 
Book, perhaps I may be excused, even by the Pre- 
face- lm ter, if T do take this opportunity of saying a 
few words. 1 have hgen considerably censured for 
the political opinions which it contains, — as I ex- 
pected to be. Before printing, 1 was advised not 
to include the political pieces, as, it was urged, 
they would prove an obstacle to the success of my 
Poetry, and close the drawing-room dour against 
mo. And if 1 had looked on the success of my 
Book in a poetical light alone, 1 should not have 
printed the greater j>ortion of the political verses. 
But that was not the side point of view. TIiono 
verst's do not express what 1 think a ml feel now r , 
since they were written some five or six \ ears ago : 
yet they express what I thought and felt then, and 
what thousands beside mo liavo thought and felt, 
and what thousands still think and feci. They 
wore the outvomo of a peculiar and malted ex- 
perience. 1 printed the “ Memoir,” so that they 
might bureau iu the light, or gloom, of that ex- 
perience, and the Book contain its own excuse. 
They liavo not read mo aright, who have not so in- 
terpreted it. I have beeu blamed for the rebellious 
feelings to which the political pieces give utterance ; 
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bat they were perfectly natural under the circum* 
Stances. Indeed, I look upon those same rebellious 
feelings as my very deliverance from a fatal slough. 
There are conditions in which many of the poor 
exist, where humanity must be either rebel or 
slave. For the slave, degradation and moral death 
aro certain ; but for the rebel there is Always a 
chance of becoming conqueror ; and tlio force to 
resist is far better than the faculty to succumb. 

It is not that 7 seek to sow dissension between 
class and class, or fling firebiunds among the com- 
bustibles of socioty ; fur when l smite the hearts of 
my fellows, I would lather they should gush with 
the healing waters ol love. than with the fearlul 
fires of ha tied. 1 yearn to iais( them inti) lo\ cable 
beings 1 would kindle m the hearts of the masses 
a sense of the beauty and grandeur of the universe, 
call forth the lineaments ot yiwmty in their poor 
worn fates, give them glimpses of the giaco and 
gloiy ot Lino and the marvellous sigmfuance of 
Life, and eli vatc the standard ot Humanity lor all. 
Hut strange wrongs art' daily done in the land, 
bitter feelings aro felt, and wild words will bo 
spoken It was not for mjs'lf alone that [ wrote 
these things * it was always the condition of others 
that so often made the mist i ise up and cloud my 
vision. Nor was it for mysdf that l have uncur- 
tained some scenes ot my lite to the public gaze, 
but os an illustration of the lives of others, who 
sutler and toil on, “ die, and make no sign , ” and 
because one's own personal experience is of m re 
value than that of others taken upon hearsay. 

So I keep my political verses os memorials of my 
past, as one might keep some worn-out gxrment 
because he had pav»*d through the furnace in it, 
nothing doubting that in the future they will often 
prove my pinspirt to tko hearts and homes of 
thousands of the poor, when, the minstrel comes to 
their door with something better to bring them. 
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They Will know that I have suffered their suffbr-r 
ings. wept their tears, thought their thoughts, and* 
felt their feelings ; and they will trust mo. 

I have been congratulated by somo correspond* 
euts on the uses of suffering, and the riches I have 
wrung from Poverty : as though it were a blessed 
thing to he born in the condition in which I was, 
and surrounded with untoward circumstances as I 
have been. My exponent tells me that Poverty is 
inimical to the development oi humanity’s noblest 
attributes. Poverty is a n -ver-ccasing struggle 
for the moans of living, and it makes one hard 
aftd selfish. To be sure, noble lives have been 
wrought out in the stemfst poverty. Many such 
are being wrought out now, by the unknown heroes 
and Martyrs ol the Poor. I have known men and 
women in the very worst circumstances, to whom 
heroism seemed a heritage, and to be noble a natural 
way of living. Hut they were so in spite of their 
poverty, and not because oi it. What they might 
have been if the world had done better by them, T 
cannot tell , but if their minds had bom enriched 
by culture, the w r orld had been the gainer. When 
Christ said, 44 Blessed are they who suffer,” ho did 
not Speak of those who suffer from want and hun- 
ger, and who always see the Huh tile looming up 
and blotting out the sky of their future. Such 
suffering brutalizes. True natures ripen and 
strengthen in suffering ; but it is that suffering 
which chastens and ennobles, — that which clears 
the spiritual sight, — not the anxiety lest work 
should fail, and the want of daily bread. The 
beauty of Suffering is not to be read in the face of 
Hunger. 

Above all, Poverty is a cold placo to write Poetry 
in. It is not attractive to poetical influences. The 
Muses do not like entertainmont which is not fit for 
man or beast* Nor do the best bruits of Poetry 
ripen in the rain, and Abode, and wind alone : they 
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want sunshine, warmth, and the open sky. And 
'should the heart of a poor man break into song, it 
is likely that his poverty may turn into hailstones 
that which might have fallen on the world in fruc- 
tifying rain. A poor man, fighting his battle of 
life, has little time for the rapture of repose which 
Poetry demands. He cannot take Poetsy like a 
Bride to his heart and home, and devote a life to 
her service. He can only keep some innermost 
chamber of liis hop rt sacred for her, from whence 
he gets occasional glimpse of her wondrous beauty, 
when lie can steal awuv from the outward strife, 
liko some child who 1ms found a treasure, and 
steals aside to look on it in secret and alone, lest 
rude and importunate companions should snatch it 
from the possessor’s hands Considering all things, 
it may appear madness for a poor man to attempt 
Poetiy in the face of the barriers that surround 
him. So many hearts have Iieen broken, so many 
lives have been wasted, so many lions are in the w r ay 
of tho (^ate Beautiful, and so many wrecks lie by 
the path! And bo it is, — a diseased madness, or 
a divine one. If the disease, then there is no help 
for a man ; if tho divine, then ther* is no hinder- 
anco for him. 

Who would not pity the poor versifier at the 
outset of his career 7 But wrho would not also re- 
joice with him in tho end, when the world crowns 
him a Poet with pecans of acclaim ? And. in spite 
of all things, there will be Poetry in the midst of 
poverty. Even *is there is scarcely a space to tho 
world so barren but some plot of natural richness 
will be running all to flowers, — some type of love- 
liness will be starting up from Earth’s imur Sea 
of Beauty, even in waste and wilderness, on rock 
and ruin, in Alpine snows and sandy solitudes, — 
so is it with Poetry, the Flower of Humanity. It 
will continually be springing, in its oym natural 
why, In the most bleak and barren bye-ways of the 
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world, as well a? in the rj cheat and most cultivated- 
pastures The winds of heaven, or the birds of 
God, will drop the seed, and the flower will follow, 
even though sown amid the bushes and brambles of 
the obscurest hamlet, or in the crevices of the city 
pavement. Not that the wilderness, or the rock, 
or the wiews, are tho Attest places to roar flowers 
of most exquisite fragrance and beauty ; neither 
arc Poverty and Penury, with their hell of torture, 
and daily wrestle with grim Death, the Attest soil 
to grow and perfect tho flower of Poetry. The 
greatest original GenuiB can only develop© itself 
according to tho circumstances which emiron it. 
It needs lood to nourish it, and time and opportu- 
nity to unfold it. If it laek these, it must remain 
dwarfed and stunted, and perhaps wither and die. 

Besides, it is not while the Aght is raging, and 
tho struggle is sore, that tho Poet can sing, lie 
must Arst do hattlo and oxer come, climb from tho 
Btir and strife, and be able to watch from his 
mountain whore he dw ells apart. Tho fullest and 
rarest streams of Poetry only flow through a mind 
at peace. The mirror of the Poet's soul must bo 
calm and clear : else it will give forth distorted re- 
flections and false imagings 

Had I known, when I began to write versos, 
what I know now, I think I should have boon in- 
timidated, and not have begun at all. So many 
and so glorious aro tho luminaries already up and 
shining, that one would pause before hoisting a 
rushlight. But I was ignorant of these things. 
And as I have begun, and cun o acred some prelim- 
inary difficulties, — as I bax’e been sweated down 
to tho proper jockey- weight at which I can ride 
Pegasus with little danger of spraining his wings, 
— and as a purpose has gradually and unconscious- 
ly grown upon me, I dare say I shall go on, 
making the best of my limited materials, With the 
view of writing some songs that may become dear 
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to the hearts of the people* cheering them in theilr 
sorrows, voicing their aspirations, lighting them 
on the way up which they are groping darkly after 
better things, and saluting their triumphs with 
hymns of victory ! 

L cannot conclude without thanking those Critics 
who have given mo so generous a weleomtf. And I 
would also thank those who have not spared my 
faults, or dwelt tenderly on my failings. They, 
also, have done me good, and I am grateful for it. 
Friendly praise is somewhat like a warm bath, — 
apt to enervate, especially if wc stay in too long ; 
but friendly censure is like a cold hath, bracing 
and healthiul, though we arc always glad to get 
out of it. Some of the Critics have called me a 
“Poet; 1 * but that word is much too lightly 
spoken, much too freely bandied about. I know 
what a Poet is too well to fancy that 1 am one jet. 
It is a high standard that I set up mjsclf, and I 
do not ask it to be lowered to reach my stature ; 
nor would J have the Poet’s awful (Town dimin- 
ished to mete my lesser brow. 1 may have that 
something within which kindles lLuuc like at the 
breath ot Love, or mounts into sonp in the present e 
of Beauty ; but so have many who are not Poets. 
If I were a Critic, I should be savagely severe on 
this subject. The dearth of Poetry should Ik groat 
in a country whore wo hail as Poets such as ha\c 
been crowned ol late. 

For myself, J have only entered the lists, and in- 
scribed my name : the race has yet to bo run. 
Whether I shall run it, and win the Poet's crown, 
or not, time alone will prove, and not the predic- 
tion of friend or foe. The crowns of Poeuy aro 
notin the keeping of Critics. There have been 
many who have *gi veil some sign of promise, — 
just Bet a rainbow of hope in the dark cloud of 
their life, — arid never fulfilled their promise ; and 
tbo world has wondered why. * But.it might not 
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*holve been matter of wonder if the world could 
have read what -was written behind the cloud. 
Others, again, are songful in youth, like tlio 
nightingales in Spring, who soon cease to sing, 
because they havo to build nests, rear their young, 
and provide for them ; and so the songs grow 
silent, — • the heart is full of cares, and the dream- 
er has no time to dream. I hope that my future 
holds some happier fate. I think there is a work 
for me to do, and I trust to uctx jiplieh it. 

UEKAL1) >1 A&SKV 

April, 1854. 




TO MY WIFE. 

• 

Ltkk those Ambassadors of ol<1, that went 
To the lar Orient laml, with kingly gifts 
Of Gold, ho ro^ al -rare and wondrous* line ; 

And Jowult — from which a subtle spirit lookt — 
To nestle richly between Beauty's breasts — 

And crown, her gorgeous brows w itli w inking [lame, 
Or clothe her starril^ as Queenly flight, 

And found that land a garden where they grew, 
Lavish, as all the dews were turn’d to gems , 

So bring I thee, Sweet Lady of my love, 

My gems which I ha\e garner'd up, to And 
IL/w poox mey art 1 beside thy peerless wealth. 

Th' Elysium where thy fonder spirit dwells 
Is written o'er with thoughts of beauty, thick 
As starry mysteries written on the night. 

Thy realm is rich in Memory’s golden mines, 

And Hashing out with harvest-holds of Hope. 

My Muse ! that movctli swathed witli holier light, 
Throned on the regnant heights of \V omanliood 
In all thy summer beauty, warm as when * 

1 lookt out on the sunny side of Life, 

And saw thee suinmeriug like a blooming Vino, 
That reachoth globes of wine in at the lattice 
By the ripe armful, with ambrosial smile. 

The flying Caros hut touch thy Life's lair face* 
Lightly aH swimming shadows dusk the Lake. " 
Come sit thee down, dear, by my side. To-night ; 
The world shut out, our little world shut in T 
Where we are happy as the Bird whose nest 
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, Is heaven ’d in the heart of purple Hills, 

Or region *d in the palmy top of life, 

Where sleep is dark and lusty as leaves in June : 
Now shut thine eyes, and soo a pageant bloom * 
Upon the dark, — a Vision sweeping by. 

I was a dweller amid shadows gi im : 

Till Kkpmmiv touch! my yearning eyes, and lo ! 

Life in a sliming circle, rounding rose. 

As heaven on heaven goes up the jewell’d night. 
New Hoods of passionate life swirl'd at my heart, 
Like Ocean-surges rolling round the world: 

And Fiohjom was my glittering Bride. For mo 
She walkt the world as a Divinity, 

Sang like a Spirit in Life's darken'd wa\s, 

I I the Rainbow' reach t forth girdling arms of love. 
To clasp the I’napparent to the Kartli, — 

Turn'd common tilings to beauty : as the sun 
Doth kindle glory in the grass and dust — 

Went foith flame-plumed, in Chariot sublime. 

And rode the winds, like him w lio walks the worlds 
When the roused Storm-God strode hi* War-Horse, 

Ocean, 

That sloughs the foam w itli fly ing mane of fire ! 
And when the fresh Morn flower'd like a Rose, 
Birds sang of her, and all tln*ir happy hearts 
Rang out in music, Leaves clapt faery hands. 

The Flowers for joy stood tearful in her gloiy. 
And World went singing, unto World, of Fits loom. 
And I would Ida/on her melodious name, 

»Sing some wild pagan should touch the world to 
tears, 

Or chariot it to battle in her Cause 
For O ! hCr softest breath, that might not stir 
The summer gossamer tremulous on its throne, 
Makes the crown'd Tyrants start with milmlcss 
* looks ! 

I would have given the lustre of my life 
To add one jewel to her Diadem ! 

And then thou cam’st, and Love grew lord of all. 
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Look how the Sun puts out the eves of fire ! 

So when Love’s royal glance my lattice lit, 

The fires of Freedom whiten’d on my hearth. 

The sleeping Beauty in my heart's charm’d Palace 
Woke at Lme*H kiss. My life was set aliush, 

As Roses redden when the Spring moves by, 

And thc^green buds peer out like eyes, to sec 
The delicate Spirit whose sweet presence stirr'd 
them. 

How my heart ripen'd in its flooding spring ; 

Am when the sap runn up the tingling trees, 

Till all the sunny life laughs out in leaves. 

And lifts its fluttering wingr ! So my heart felt 
With such brave shoots of glory bursting up, 

As it had flower'd for Immortality. 

The heights of "Being eaino out from their cloud. 
As the cliffs kindle when the Morning comes 
Sw burning the utmost Si 'a in ruddy hash*, 

With foam of glory ; and the ruby light. 

Like mellow wine, runs down r< motest hills. 

Thou eam'st, my sparkling Bird of Paradise ! 

With a suit murmuring as of winnowing wings 
That fold tin* nest so Dove-like tenderly ! 

With brows that parted lovely waves of hair, 

Aud took the ga/.ev’e eye like some white Grace ! 
Eyes, loving large! Lips Houri-like, that light 
A soul to glory w ith their kiss of fire ; 

And cheeks fresh misted with the bloom of Morn. 
And tlum didst move, a Splendor ’mid Life's Shad- 
ows, 

Making a Rembrandt Picture. So the Stars 
In all their glory pass tin* shrinking Dark. 

O, I w r as stin’d as though a Spirit went by r ; 

Or I had mot some awful Loveliness, 

Tlmt haunts tlio realm of Dreams, or duskly floats 
Across thp wondering solitudes of Thought. 

So Love was lord of all. I touch my lyre, 

And love o’erflows my heart, and floods my hand* 
Love makes all dear delights So soothly sweet, 
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Life pants hear t-s tilled with its luscious load, 

Like young Earth claspt in Juno’s voluptuous arms. 
Faint with her fragrance, flooded up in flowers. 
Love’s life divine, and Beauty is its smile. 

0 Love will make the killing crown of thorn 
Burst into blossom on the Martyr's brow ! 

Upon Love’s bosom Earth floats like an A*rk 
Safely through all the Deluge of the dark. 

Love rays us round as glory swathes a star, 

And, from the mystic touch of lips and palms. 
Streams rosy warmth enough t' illume a world: 
And Spirit-eyes, from out the purpling glooms, 
Mark liow' we feed this human Altar-flame, 

How speeds this ripening into Deity 1 

What glittering robes fur immortality 
Trail starry radiance through our night of Earth! 
And in our home thy presence maketh Lo\o 
A Mortal, who hath died to ris ■ again, 

Immortal, in its nobler life with thee. 

<> Love! sublime me unto lniti *r tilings; 

Itoll up my Orb from Passion's misting Deep, 

To climb the heights of Thought's eternal Vast ; 
Ami though it shine not ’mid the Suns of Song, 

To set a world sweet-murmur mg in its light, 

Like Monmon at the radiant touch of Dawn, 

1 know each Star hath its own perfect place 

In heaven, though it may have no name on Earth. 
J hope my hope, and dream my dream that life 
With me shall yet r»ng out melodious, "tw ixt 
The silences of heaven and the gra\e. 

O Labor! blind and feeling for the day ! 

Might I go forth to poor with eagle ken 
Into the blessed land of promise, where 
The Future like a fruitful ler Summer sits 
Ripening IIer Eden silently, to boar 
The’ crowning flower of consummated Life, — 
Where Freedom ’b Song-Birds tly, to build their 
nests, 

And warm to life their brood of darling dreams : 
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Then ace thy dark face lighten at my news, 

And hearten tlieo to lift up grander brows 
With light o’erflowing like a shining Sea. 

1 sco a shape behind a mist, that burns 
I’ the flushing distance of some unseen Goal ; 

That grows with gazing on, like Toner’s beauty. 
With beckoning smiles the Glory draws me on; 
One hand points up, one holds a glittering crown, 
For me to climb and wear with lordlier growth. 
And airy Voices call me, bid me Jeap 
In Victory’s Car as it goe* bickering by. 

<And Thou, dear Wife! with exultation lit, 

\Vilt weep proud tears t' enrich my wine of joy, — 
A costlier cup thau e\or Anthony’s Queen 
Magnificent ! drank in her voluptuous \eiu ! 
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When Panne-Earth bares all her charms. 

And gives the God her perfect flower. 

Who in the sunshine's golden shower, 

Leaps warm into lior amorous arms ! 

When buds arc bursting on tlio brier. 

And all the kindled greenery glows, 

And life hath richest overflows. 

And morning fields are fringed with lire: 

When young Maids feel Love stir i' the blood. 
Ami wanton with the kissing leaves 
And branches, and the quick sap heaves, 
And dances to a ripen’d flood ; 

Till, blown to its hidden heart with sighs, 

Lovo’b red roso burns i’ the cheek so dear, 
And, as sea-jewels upwurd poer, 

Love- thou glits melt through their Swimming eyes 
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f When Beauty walks in bravest dress, 

And, feu with April’s mellow showers, 

* The earth laughs out with sweet May-flowers, 
That flush for \ery happiness : 

And Spider-Puck such wonder wea\es 

O’ nights, and nooks of greening gloom 
Are rich with violets that bloom 
In the cool dark of dewy leaves . 

• 

When Hose-buds drink the fiery wine 

Of Dawn, w T ith crimson stains i’ the mouth, 
All thirstily as yearning Youth 
From lane’s hand drinks the draught dhine ; 

And honey’d plots are drowsed with Bets 
And LarkH rain music by the showir, 

While singing, singing hour b^ hour. 

Song like a Spirit sits i the Troth ! 

When fainting hearts torgit their feus. 

And in the pooiest Liie's halt cup 
Some rare wine runs, and Hope builds up 
Her rainbow o\er Mi 111013 s tea is ! 

It foil upon a morr3 May morn, 

I’ the perfect prime of that sweet time 
When daisies whiten, woodbines climb, — 
The dear Babe Christahel was born. 


Am* night the Stars bright watches kept, 
Like Gods that look a golden calm ; 
The Silence dropt its precious balm, 
And the tired world serenely slept. 
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The birds were darkling in the nest, 

Or bosom’d in voluptuous trees - 
On bods of flowers tlio punting breeze 
Had kist its fill and sank to rest. 

All night beneath the Cottage eaves, 

A lohely light, with tremulous Arc, 
Surged back a Space the sea of dark, 

And glanced among tho glimmering leaves. 

• 

Without! the quiet heavens alx>vc 

The nest of life, did lean and brood 1 
Within ! tho Mother’s tears of blood 
Wet the Getlisemano ol her line 1 

And when the Morn with frolic /ost, 

Lookt through the curtains ol the night, 
There was a dearer dawn ol light, 

A tenderer life the Mother’s prest 1 

Ah ! bliss to make the brain reel wild 1 
The btar new-ki lulled in tho dark — 

Life that had fluttered like a Lark — 

Lay in her bosom a sweet Child 1 

IIow she had felt it drawing down 

Her nesting heart more close and close,— 
Her rosc-hud ripening to a Rose, 

That sin* should one day see full-blown ! 

How she had throbb’d with hopes and fears, 
And strain’d her inner ejes till dim, 

To see tho coming glory swim 
Through the rich mist of happy tears ; 

For it, lier woman's heart drank up 

And smiled at, Sorrow's darkest dole : 
And now Delight's most dainty soul 
Was crusht for her in one rich cup ! 
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• And theij delicious languors crept, 

Like nectar, on her pain’s hot drouth, 
And feeling fingers — kissing month — 
Being faint with joy, the Mother slept. 


Babl Chrifetahel nan loyally bom 1 

For when the eaith was flusht 'with flowers. 
And dieneht with beauty in rainbow showers 
She came through golden gates of Morn 

No chamber arras-pu turod round, 

Whcic sunhiauis golden gorgeous gloom, 

And touch its gion<s into bloom, 

And footsteps fall witlumtui sound, 

Was her Buth-placo that mciry Maj-moin , 

No gilts w< 10 lioapt, no bells weie lung, 

No healths wcie < i own’d, no songs were sung 
When dear Babe Chnstalxl was born 

But Nature on the darling smiled, 

And with her beauty V hlessmg crown’d 
Love broodi d o’er the hallowed ground, 

And there wcie Angels with the fluid 1 

And May her k'etfes of lo\e did blow 
On amorous airs, that came to her 
With gifts of Fiankmcense and Myrrh, 

As came the Magi long ago 

To worship Bothlehcm’s baby-King, 

Spring-Birds make welcoming meniment, 
And 5l the Flowers for welcome sent 
f ^secret sweetness of the Spring. 
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With glancing lights and shimmering shade. 

And cheeks that toucht and ripolier burB>dr 
May-Hoses in at the lattice yearn'd 
A-tiptoo, and Good Morrow hade. 

No purple and line linen might 

lie hoarded up for her sweet sake : 

But Mother’s lo\e shall clothe and make 
The little woarer richly dight! 

9 

Wide worlds of worship are their eyes, 

* Their loyal hearts are worlds of love, 

Who iondly clasp the stranger X)o\o, 

And read its news from Paradise. 

Their looks praise God — souls sing for glee : 
They think if this old woild had toil’d 
Through ages to bring forth their child. 

It hath a glorious destiny. 


O happy Husband ! happy Wife 1 

The rarest blessing Ilcavon drops down. 
The sweetest blossom in Spring’s crown. 
Starts in the furrows of your life! 

God ! what a towering height ye win. 

Who cry, 4 * Lo iny helo\od Child ! ” 
And, life on life sublimely piled. 

Ye touch the heavens and peep within ! 

Look how a star of glory swims 
Down aching silences of space. 

Flushing the Darkness till its face 
With beating heart of light overbrims ! 
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f So brightening oame Babo Christabel, 

^ $0 touch the earth with fresh romance, 

*■*"* And light a Mother’s countenance 
With looking on her miracle. 

With hands so flower-like soft, and fair, 

She caught at life, with words as swgct 
As first spring violets, and feet 
As faery -light as feet of air. 

* 

The Father, down in Toil’s mirk mine, 

Turns to his wealthy world above, 

Its radiance, and its home of love ; 

And lights his life like sun-struck wine. 

The Mother mo\es with quoenlier tread 

Proud swell the globes of ripe delight 
Above her heart, so warm and white 
A pillow for the baby-head 1 

Their natures deepen, well-like clear. 

Till God’s eternal stars are seen. 

For ever shining and serene. 

By eyes anointed Beauty’s seer. 

A sense of glory all things took, — 

The red Rose-lleart of Dawn would blow. 
And Sundown’s sumptuous pictures show 
jKabo-Cherubs wearing their Babe’s look ! 

And round then peerless one they clung, 

Like bees about a flower's wine-cup * 

New thoughts and feelings blossom’d up, 
And*hearts for very fulness sung 

Of What their budding Babe should grow, 

^ When the Maid crimson’d into Wife, 
tad crown’d the summit of some life, 
g&osphor, with morn on its brow ! 
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And they should bless her for a Bride, 

Who, like a splendid saint alit *b 

In some heart's seventh heaven, should sit, A - 
As nuw in theirs, all glorihed I 

But O ! ’twas all too white a brow 

To flash with Passion that doth fire 
With Hymen's torch its own death-pyre, — 
So pure her noart was beating now ! 

And thus they built their Castles brave 
Iu fairy lands of gorgeous cloud ; 

Thoj never saw a little white shroud. 

Nor guess'd how flowers may mask the grave. 


She grew, a sweet and sinless Child, 

In sun and shadow, — calm ami strife; 

A Rainbow on the dark of Life, 

From Lo\e's own radiant lumen down-smiled! 

In lonely loveliness she grew, — 

A shape all music, Tight, and lo\e, 

With startling looks, so eloquent of 
The spirit burning into \iew. 

At Childhood she could seldom play 

With merry heart, whose flashings riso 
Like splenuor-wing^d butterflies 
From honeyed hearts oi flowers in May : 

The fields with flowers flamed out and fluslit, 
The Roses into crimson yoarn’d, 

With cloudy fire the wall-flowers burn’d. 
And blood-?$d Sunsets bloom’d and blusht— ** 
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c And still her check was pale as pearl, — 

It took no tint of Summer's wealth 
Of color, warmth, and wine of Health — 
Aht Death's hand wlntely pressed the Girl 1 

No blushes swarm’d to the sun’s kiss 

Where > iolet-veins ran purple light,* 

So tenderly thro’ Parian white 
Touching 3011 into tenderness. 

< 

A spirit-look was in her face, 

That shadow’d a miraculous range 
Of meanings, <wor rieh and strange. 

Or lighten’d gloiy in the plape. 

Such mystic lore was in her eye*, 

And light of other w 01 Ids than ours, 

She lookt as she had fed on lloweis, 

And drunk the dews ot Paradise 

Her brow — fit homo for daintiest dreams — 
With biich a dawn of light was crown’d, 
And reeling ringlets show ered round, 
lake sunny shoaves of golden beam* 

And she would talk so weirdly-wild, 

And grow upon your wondeiings, 

As tho’ her stature rose on wings 1 
And you forgot she was a Child. 

Ah f slio was oae of those who como 
With pledged piomibe not to stay 
Long, ere the Angels let them stray 
To nestle down m earthly home : 

And, thro' the windows of her eyes, 

We often saw tier wuntly soul, 

Serene, and sad, and beautiful, 

Go sorrowing for lost Paradise. 
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In Earth she took no lusty root, 

Her beauty of promise* to disclose. 

And round into the Woman-Bose, 

And climb into Life's crowning fruit. 

She came — like music in the night 
Floating as heaven in the brain, 

A moment oped, and shut again, 

And all is dark where all was light. 

• 

She came, — as comes the light of smiles 
O’er earth, and every budding thing 
Makes quick with beauty — alive w ith Spi*.. fe , 
Then goeth to Hesperian Tale''. 


Midnight was trail e6d solemnly 

Thinking of Dawn . Her Star- thoughts burn’d 1 
The Trees like burden'd prophets yearn’d, 
Rapt maw md of prophecy . 

When, like the Night, the shadow of Woe 
On all things laid its hand death-dark, 

Our last hope wont out like a iqiark, 

And a cry smote heaven like a blow 1 

We sat and w T atcht by Life’s dark stream, 

Our love-lamp blown about tho night, 

With hearts that lived as lived its light. 

And died as died its precious gleam. 

In Death’s face hers flash t up and smiled. 

As smile tho young flowers in their prime, 

I’ the face of their gray murderer Time, 

And Death for true love kiafc our child. 
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She thought our good-night kiss was ghen, 
And like a lily her life did close ; 
Angels uncurtain'd that repose, 

And the next waking dawn’d in hea\en. 


With her white hands claspt she sleepoth ; heart 
is husht, MTid lips are cold , 

Death shrouds up her hetuen of beauty, and a 
weary way I go, 

Like the sheep without a Shepherd on the wintry 
norland wold, 

With the face of day shut out by blinding snow. 

O’er its widow'd nest my heart sits moaning for its 
young that’s fled 

From this world of wail and weeping, gone to 
join her starry peers ; 

And my light of life '» o’er shadow'd where the dear 
one lieth dead, 

And I’m crying in the darjk w ith many fears. 

All last night- tide she seemed near me, like a lost 
beloved Bird, 

Beating at the lattice louder than the sobbing 
wdnd and rain ; 

And I call’d across the night with tender name and 
fondling w r ord ; 

And I yearn'd out thro’ the darkness, all in vain. 

Heart will plead, “ Eyes cannot see her * they are 
blind with tears of pain ; ” 

And it climbcth up and straineth, for dear life, 
to look and hark 

While I call her once again * but there cometh no 
refrain, 

And it droppeth down, and dieth in the dark. 
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In this dim world of clouding cores , 

We rarely know, till wildered eyes 
See white wings lessening up the skies, 

The Angels with us unawares. 

And thou hast stolen a jewel , Death ! 

Shall* light thy daik up liko a Star, 

A Beacon kindling from afar 
Our light of lo\o, and fainting faith. 

Thro’ tears it gleams perpetually, 

And glitters thro 1 tho thiekest glooms. 

Till tho eternal morning comes 
To light us o’er the Jasper Sen. 

With our best branch in tenderest leaf, 

WcSe strewn the way our Lord doth coine ; 
And, ready for tho hurt esfr -home, 

Ilis Reapers bind our ripest sheaf. 

Our beautiful Bir.d of light hath fled : 

Awhne she sat with folded wings — 

Sang 1 ou ml uh a few hoverings — 

Then strait way into glory sped. 

And wliite-wing'd Angels nurture her; 

With heaven’s whit© radiance robed and 
crown'd, 

And all 1jo\c’s purple glory round. 

She summers on the Ilills of Alyirh. 

Thro’ Childhood's morning-land, serene 

She walkt betwixt us twain, like Jane ; 
While, in a robe of light abo\c, 

Her better Angel walkt unseen, 

Till Life's highway broke bleak and wild ; 

Then, lest her starry garments trail 
In mire, heart bleed, and courage fail, 

The Angel ’s arms caught up the child. 
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LONG EXPECTED. 


Her wave of life hath backward roll’d 
To tho groat Ocean ; on whose shore 
We wander up and down, to storo 
Some treasures of the times of old : 

And aye we seek and hunger on 

For precious pearls and relies rare. 

Strewn on the sands for us to wear 
At heart, for love of her that's gone. 

« 

O weep no more ! thero yet is balm 
In Gilead ! Love doth ever shed 
Rich healing where it nestles, — spread 
O'er desert pillows, soino green Palin * 

God's ichor fills the hearts that bleed , — 

The best fruit loads the brokm bough ; 
And m the wounds our sufferings plough, 
Immortal love sows sovereign seed. 


LONG EXPECTED. 

0 many and many a dav before we met, 

1 knew some spirit wolkt the world alone, 
Awaiting the Bein' tnl from afar ; 

And I was the anointed chosen one 

Of all the woild to crown' her queenly brows 

With the impel nil crow T n of human lo\e. 

And light its glory in her happy eyes. 

I saw not with mine eyes so full of tears, 

But heard Faith's low sweet singing in the night, 
And groping thro' the darkness, toucht God’s hand. 
I kne w my sunshine somewhere warm’d the world, 
Tho’ I trod darkling in a perilous way ; 

And I should reach it in Ilis own good time 
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" . if 

A 

Who sendeth sun, and dew, and love for all : 

My heart might toil on blindly, but, like earth. 

It kept sure tooting thro’ the thickest gloom. 

Earth, with her thousand voices, talkt of thee ! — 
Sweet winds, and whispering leaves, and piping 
birds ; 

The trickling sunlight, and the dashing dews ; 

Eve’s crimson air and light of twinkling gold ; 
Spring's kindled greenery, and her breath of balm ; 
The happy hum and stir of summer woods. 

And the light dropping of the silver rain. 

Thine eyes oped with their rainy lights, and laugh- 
ters. 

In April’s tearful heavon of tender blue, 

With all the changeful beauty melting thro* th*‘m. 
And Dawn and Sunset ended in thy face. 

And htand mg as in God’s own presence-chamber; 
When silence lay like sleop upon the world. 

And it seem'd rich to die, alone with Night, 

Like Moses ’noath the kisses uf God’s lips! 

The stars have trembled thro’ the holy hush. 

And smiled down tenderly, and read to mo 
The love hid for mo in a budding breast. 

Like incense folded in a young flower’s heart. 
Strong as a soa-swell came the wave of wings. 
Strange trouble trembled thro’ my inner depths. 
And answering wings have sprung within my soul : 
And from the dumb waste ■places of the dark, 

A voice Inis breathed, “She comes! ” and ebb’d 
again ; 

Wliilo all my life stood listening for thy coming. 

O, I have guessed thy presence out of sight, 

And felt it in tho Jieatmg of my heart. 

When all was dark within, sweet thoughts would 
come. 

As starry guests come golden down the gloom. 

Ana thro’ Night’s lattice smile a rare dolight : 
While, lifted Sbr the dear and distant Dawn, 

The face of all things wore a happy light, 

2 
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Like those droaui-smiles which are the speech of 
Sleep. 

Thus Love lived on, and strengthen’d with the days, 
Lit by its own true light within my heart, 

Like a live diamond burning in the dark. 

Then catno there One, a mirage of the Dawn * 

She swam on towards mo in her sumptuous»triumph , 
Voluptuously upborne, like Aphrodite 
Upon a meadowy swell of emerald sea, 

A ripe, serene, sinile-affluent graciousiu to 
I lung like a shifting radiance on her motion. 

As bickering hues upon the Dove’s neck burn. 

Her lip might flush a wrinkled life in bloom f 
Her eyes' were an omnipotence of love ! 

“ O eyes 1 *’ I said, “ if such your gloricB l»o, 

Sure r tis a warm heart feedotn jo with light 1 ,f 
The silver throbbing of her laughter pulst 
The air with music rich and resonant, — 

As, from the deep heart of a summer night. 

Some bird in sudden spar kl mgs of lino sound 
Hurries ii& startled being into song. 

And fro«v4ior sumptuous wealth of golden hair 
Unto the delicate pearly finger-tip, 

Fresh lx»auty trembled from its thousand springs 
And standing in the outer porch of life, 

All eager for the templed mysteries, 

With a rich heart as full of fragrant love 
As May’s maHk-roscs are of morning's wine, 

What marvel if I question'd not her brow , 

For the flame-signet of the Hand dt\ ’me. 

Or gauged it for the crown of my large love ? 

I plunged tc clutch the pearl of her babbling beauty, 
lake some swift diver in a shallow stream, 

That smites his life out on its heart of stole*. 

Ah ! liow my life did run with fire and tears ! 

W ith what a Titan-pulse my love did boat ! 

Hat she, rose-lined without, — God pity her ! — 
Was cold at heart as snow in last nest?* < 

And struck like death into my bur*$Jg brain. 
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My tears, that rain’d out life, she froze in felling, 
j^And wore them, jewel -like, to dock her triumph! 
But love is never lost tho’ hearts run waste ; 

Its tides may gush ’mid swirling, swathing deserts, 
Where no green leaf drinks up the precious life : 
Yet love doth evermore enrich itself, — 

Its bitterest waters run some golden sands f 
No star goon down hut climbs in other skies ; 

Tho rose of Sunset folds its glory up, 

To burst again from out the heart»of Dawn ; 

And love is never lost tho’ hearts run waste. 

And sorrow makes tho chasten’d heart a seer ; 

The deepest dark reveals the starriest hope. 

And Faith can trust her heaven behind the veil. 


WOOED AND WON. 

The plough of Time breaks up our Eden -land. 
And tramples down its fruitful flowery prime. 

Yet thro’ the dust of ages lh ing shoots 
O’ the old immortal seed start m the furrows; 
And, where Love looked on with glorious eye, 
These quicken'd germs of evcrliistmgness 
Flower lusty, us of old in Paradise ! 

And blessings on the starry chance of love 1 — 

And blessings on the morn of merry May ! — 

That led my footstcpB to your beeelien bowrer. 

Thus hangs the picture in my mind, sw r eet Wife ! 
Rioh as a MilKds in its tint and tono. 

Nature flash t by mo with her glorious shows. 

The birds were singing on the blossoming boughs, 
With Love’s sweet mystery stirring at their hearts, 
Like first spring- motions m the veins o’ the flowers. 
A light of green laugh t up tho shining hills, 
Which roundqd through the mellowing, gloating 
air, ^ 
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WOOED AND WON. 


As their big; hearts heaved to some heart beyond, 
Or strove with inner yeai'nings for the crown 
Of purple rondure smiling there in heaven ! 

The flowers were fortli m all their conquering 
beauty, 

And, winking in their Mother Earth's old face. 
Said, all her children should have happy hearts. 
Deeper and deeper in the wood’s green gloom 
I nestled for the fever at life's core : 

And thirstily mj* heart was drinking in 
Rich overflowings of some Cushat’s lovo ; 

When, flash I the air instinct with splendors grow, 
As if the world, while on her starry journey, 

Had suddenly floated in the clime of heaven. 

Upon a primrose hank you sat, — a sight 
To couch the old blind sorrow of my soul ! 

A sweet new blossom of Humanity, — 

Fresh fallen from God's own home to flower on 
earth. 

A golden burst of sunbeams glinted through 
The verdurous roof’s luhh-l<*a\y greenery, 

And on you tlropt its crown of living light, 

Your eyes — half-shut, while thro’ their silken 
caves 

Trembled the secret sweetness hid at heart — 

Oped sudden at full, and wide A\ith wonderment ! 
The sweetest eyes that evi*r drank sun for soul : 

As subtly tender as a summer heaven, 

Brimm’d with the beauty of a starry night ! 

Your face, so dewy fresh and wondrous fair, 
Kindled and lighten’d as the coming God 
Were laboring upward thro' its birth of fire ! 

The fleetest swallow-dip of a tender smile 
Ran round your mouth in thnllings ; while your 
cheek 

Dimpled, as from the arch Loye's finger-print, 

Out flew his signal, fluttering in a blush ! 

And when your voice broke up the a$r for music, 
It smote upon my startled heart as t * 



SONG. 
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The new-born babe’s first cry a mother’s ear, 

Yet strangely toueht some mystic memory. 

And dimly seemM some old fa miliar sound. 

That day, w ith an immortalizing kiss, 

You crown’d me monarch of your rich heart- world, 
Which heaved a boundless sea of love, whose tides 
Ran radi&nt pulsings thro’ 3 our rosy limbs. 

ITow the love-lights did float up in you r eyes. 

Like virgin stars from violet depths of night ! 

Dear eyes ! all craving with Lovtfs ache and hun- 

ger ! 

Ami all the spirit stood in your face athirst ! 

And from the rose-cup of your murmuring mouth 
Sweetness o’erflow'd, as from a fragrant fount. 

O kiss of life f that oped our Eden-world ! 

The ha nest of an age’s wealth of bliss 
I11 that first kiss w as rea]>ed in one rich minute ! 
The wanton aii*b cam ^breathing like the touch 
Of fragrant lips that feed the blood with flame ! 
The \ory earth seemed bursting up, and heaven 
Clung round and clasped us as in glowing arms. 
To crush the wine of all }our ripen’d beauty, 
Which were a fitting sacrament for death — 

Into a costly cup of life for me 


SONG. 

An ! ’tis like a tale of olden 
Time, long, long ago ; 

When the world was in its golden 
Prime, and lo\e was lord below ! 
Every vein of Earth was dancing 
With the Spring's new wdne ! 
’Twas the pleasant time of flowers, 
. When I mot you, love of mine ! 
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WEDDED LOVE. 


Ah ! some spirit sure was* straying 
Out of heaven that day, 

When I met you, Sweet 1 a-Maymg 
In the merry, merry May, 

Little heart ! it shyly open’d 
Its red leaves’ lo\o lore, • 

Like the rose that must he ripen’d 
To a dainty, dainty core. 

But its beauties daily brighten, 

And it blooms so dear, — 

Tho’ a many Winters whiten, 

I go Maying all tho year. 

And my proud heart will he praying 
Blessings on the day, 

When I met you. Sweet, a-Maj ing, 
In the merry, merry Maj . 


"WEDDED LOVE. 

• 

The summer Night come« brooding down on Earth 
As Love comes brooding down on human hearts, 
With bliss that hath no utterance save rich tears. 
She floats in fragrance down the smiling dark, 
Foldeth a kiss upon the lips of Life, — 

Curtainetli into rest the wear^ world, — 

And shuts us in with all our hid delights. 

The Stars come sparkling thro* the gorgeous gloom 
Like dew-drops in tho fields of* heaven ; or te.irs 
That hang rich jewels on the cheeks of Night. 

A spirit-teel is in the solemn air, 

Tho Flowers fold their cups like praying hands, 
And with droopt heads await tho blessing, Night 
Gives with her silent magnanimity. 

’Tis evening with the world; but, in my soul 
The light of wodded love is still at dawn ! 

And skies my world, an everlasting Dawn. 
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My heart rings out iu mimic, like a lark 
Hung in the churmdd palace of the Morn, 

That circles singing to its mate i’ the nest, 

With luminous being running o’er with song : 

So my heart ilutters round its mate at homo ! 
There, with her eyes turned to her heart, she 
reads 

The golden secrets written on its hjea\cn, 

And broodeth o’er its panting wealth of love, 

As Night i’ the hush and hallow nf her beauty 
Bares throbbing heaven to its most tremulous 
depths. 

And broods in silence o’er her starry wealth. 

And, fingering in lior bosom’s soft, white nest, 

A fair babe, beautiful as Dawn in heaven. 

Made of a mother's richest thoughts of love, — 
Lies lik * 1 a smile of sunshine among lilies, 

That givetli glory — drinketh fragrant life ! 

Sweet hud upon a Rose f our plot of spring. 

That bursts m bloom amid a wintry world f 
l£o\v dear it is to mark th’ immortal hie 
Deepen, and darken, in her large, round eyes, — 
To watch Life's rose of dawn put forth its leaves. 
And guess the perfumed secret of its heart — 

And catch the silver words that eoine to break 
The golden silence lmng like heaven around. 

But soft 1 Kl^sium opens in my brain 1 
Dear Wife! with sweet, low' voice, she syllables 
Some precious music halm'd in her heart's book, 
And lam flooded with melodious rain, 

Like Nature standing crown'd with sunlit showers. 

“ As tin* surging heart o' the Sea hungers everlast 
ingly 

For the Moon, lieav on-charmed by her influ- 
ence : 

As Star yearns to Star, with love palpitating like 
a dove, 

Doth my heart yearn up to his bright eminence. 
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“ 0 my Love, he seems to stand whore Heaven leans 
so noar at hand, 

That from other worlds his lineaments take 
light . 

And he nils my cup of wonder, and floods all niv 
life with splendor, 

As a glorious, golden Moon fills all the night. 

<c At his violet-sweet words my heart carols like a 
bird’s, * 

And rich instincts burst from out it like hea\en- 
flowers ; 

Wings bud in me at his kiss, and my being brims 
with bliss, 

As a valley brims with life in spring-tide 
hours. 

“ O my life was dark and cold as the night- dons 
ou the wold, 

Waiting to be made alhe with fire of down , 

Till his presence on me lighten’d, and his blessing 
on me brighten’d. 

And my life like dews lit up for hea\en shone.” 


Nay, Sweet Heart ! that should be my song, who 
search 

Love’s lore in vain fo»* moot similitudes 
To symbol what thy Ion e hath been to mo 
The God lies prison’d in the mountain stone, 

The muffled Music slumbers in the strings, 
Awaiting the Deliverer’s magic touch ! 

So, thou Ijeloved ! did 1 wait for Tlioe, 

To waken at thy touch. My Tree of being 
Bug made blind gropings in the dark, cold earth, 
And moan’d ana trembled, in the wintry air, 
Stretching out nakod hands to pluck at life . 

Until you came, with all your light, and warmth, 
Encircling Tound it like a summer heaven, 



WEDDED LOVE. 


And fed, and clad it with your fragrant beauty. 
Till budding branches burst on firo with bloom, 
And into ripe fruits mellow’d goldonly. 

My life lay barren as a desolate moor 

That breaks, and burns, in twinkling greon and gold, 

AV lien Spring doth greet it with her kiss of life. 

As weary earth goes darkling thro’ the night. 

So my heart toil'd on, tearful with its burthen : 

No beacon burn’d thro’ all tho gloom, to break 
The surging sea of dark, with piers of light : 

Then on a sudden rose the blessed Mom, 

Sun-crow 11M iny life, made all things beautiful, 
And gave the world its Edeii-robes again. 

My soul up-sprang full-statured, in the light, 

Tliy presence caught my heart up at the leap. 

AV mg’d like a young world from tho hands of God T 
Methought a thousand graves of buried liop<H3 
Could crush it not from its proud eminence 
The Future's dim cloud-curtain rent in twain. 

And lighten’d radiant revelation . All 
Life’s purpose dawn'd, as unt-o dying ejes 
The daik of Death doth blossom into shirs. 

And since wo met, tliv life-long thought hath been 
To be cup-bearer of the \v ine of joy 
To one leal heart, and to make rich ono life. 

Pulse after pulse, thy life hath surged in mine, 
Like sea-w^nes hurrying up the beach to crown 
Their shore, and break in starry showers of light. 
Thou hast brought radiant sunrise every morn, 
Kenewing all the glory jiust aw r ay. 

Thy lxnish love hath twined about my life, 

Like the lush AVoodbine wedded to the Thorn ; 
Hiding its harshness with her wealth of flowers! 
My heart drinks inspiration at thine eves, 

And lights my brain up as with fragrant flame : 
Sw r eet eyes of starry tenderness, thro’ which 
The soul of some immortal sorrow' looks ! 

Sorrow that addetli grace to loveliness. 

As its sad bloom onneheth blushing fruit. 
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WSDDBD LOTS. 


Dear Byes l they have a radiant Alchemy, 

And pierce my being with such quickening light 
As makes my heart a jewel-mine of love ; 

Even as the Sun strikes tliro’ the dark cold Earth, 
And fires her million veins with golden life. 

My Life ran like a river in rocky ways, 

And downward dasht, a sounding cataract ! 

But thine was like a quiet lake of beauty, 
Soft-shadow’d round bv gracious influences, 

That gathers silently the wealth of earth. 

And woos heaven till it melts down into it. 

They mingled : and the glory, and the calm, 

And royal-rich magnificence of thy love, 

Closed round me, brooding into perfect rest, 

Ami made my heart rejoice in all thy joy. 

O blessingB on thy true and tender heart T 
How it hath gone forth like the Dove of old. 

To bring some leaf of promise in Life’s deluge ! 
Thou hast a strong up-soaring tendency. 

That bears me Godward, as the stalwart oak 
Uplifts the clinging 'vine, and gives it growth. 

Thy reverent heart familiarly doth take 
Unconscious clasp of high and holy things, 

Like little children playing of old with Christ ; 
And trusteth where it may not understand. 

We have had sorrows, love ! and wept the tears 
That run the rose-hue from the checks of Life ; 

But Grief hath jewels as Night hath her stars ! 
And she revealeth w hat we ne’er had known, 

With Joy’s wreath tumbled o’er our blinded eyes. 
The heart is like an instrument whose strings 
Steal magic music from Life’s mystic frets , 

The golden threads are spun thro" Suffering's fire. 
Wherewith the marriage-robes tor heaven are 
woven : 

And all the rarest hues of human life 
Take radiance, and are rainbow'd out in tears, 

As water'd marble blooms a richer grain. 

Thou ’rt little changed , dear love ! since first was wed 
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To mine, tli© blossom of thy crimson lips ; 

Thy beauty hath cliuiaxt like a orescent Moon, 
With glory groat 'mug to the golden full. 

Thy flowers of Spring arc crown’d with summer 
fruits, 

And thou hast put a queenlior presence on 
With thynvgality of Womanhood \ 

Yet Time hut toucheth thee with mellowing shades 
That set thy graces in a wealthier light. 

Thy soul still looks with its rare twine of light. 
From the Gate Beautiful of its palace-home, 

Fair as the spirit of the evening Star 
That lights its glory as a radiant porch 
To beacon earth with a brief glimpse of heaven. 
We are poor in this world's wealth , hut rich in love ; 
And they who love feel rich in every thing. 

The heart of Ocean — thick with gems, as earth 
With blooms — is jew oil'd like a Bride o’ the East * 
The heart of Heaven swarms with golden worlds — 
A subtle heart of wealth hath our old world, 

And darks of diamonds, grand as nights of stars : 
But richer is the human heart that shrities 
God's peerless wealth — th’ immortal jew el Love ! 
So let us li>e our life . and let our love, 

Our large twin-lo\e, bend o’er our little Babe. 

As the ealm grand old heavens bond over earth. 
Revealing God's own starry thoughts and things f 
So shall the image of our heart’s Ideal — 

The angel nestling in her hud of life — 

Smile upward in the mirror of her face 
A daily beauty in our darkened ways, 

And a perj>etual feast of holy things. 

O let us walk the world, so that our love 
Burn like a blessed beacon, beautiful 1 
Upon the walls of Life's surrounding dark. 

Ah ! what a world 'twould be if love like ours 
Made heaven in human hearts, and clothed with 
smiles 

The sweet sad face of our Humanity 1 « 



THrs WORLD IS FULL OF BEAUTY. 


What lives should quicken Into sudden spring ! 
What flowers of glory hurst tlieir frozen soil 1 
Like the red pulse of Dawn thro* cold grey skies, 
New life should flush up in the darken'd nice 
That reudeth as a written epitaph 
Above the grave of beauty and of soul * 
Love-light should glimmer on the Helot’s brow 
As mellow moonlight silvers thro 1 a cloud. 

And God should come into the mirkest being, 

As Stars new-kindled splendor nights of space. 


THIS WORLD IS FULL OF BEAUTY. 

There lives a voice within me, a gucst-angel of my 
heart, 

And its sweet lispings win nie, till the teais a trem- 
bling start , 

Up evcrmoie it springetli, like some magic melody. 

And evermore it singeth this sweet song ol songs to 
me — 

This world is full of beauty, as other worlds 
above ; 

And, if we did our duty, it might bo full of love. 

Night’s starry tender ness dower with glory ever- 
more, 

Morn’s budding, bright, melodious hour comes 
sweetly as of yore ; 

But there bo million hearts accurst, whore no sweet 
sunbursts shine, 

And there be million hearts a thirst for Love’s im- 
mortal wine. 

This world is full of beauty, as other worlds 
above ; 

And, if we did our duty, it might be full of love. 



THIS WORLD IS FULL OF BRAUTY. 

If faith , and hope, and kindness pass’d, as coin, , 
’twixfc heart ami heart ; 

How, thro’ the eye’s tear-blindness, should the 
sudden soul* upstart ! 

Tho dreary, dim, ana desolate, should wear a sunny 
bloom, 

And Love* should spring from buried Hate, like 
flowers o’er Winter's tomb. 

This world is full of beauty, as other worlds above ; 

And, if we did our duty, it inightcjbo full of love. 

Were truth our uttered language, Angels might 
talk with men, 

Aud God-illumined earth should see the golden Age 
again ; 

The burthen \1 heart should soar in mirth like 
Mom’s young prophct-lurk, 

Aud Misery’s last tear wept on earth, queneli Hell’s 
last cunning spark. * 

For this world is lull of beauty, as other worlds 
above ; 

And, if we did our duty, it might bo full of love. 

Lo ! plenty ripens round us, yet awakes the cry for 
bread, 

The millions 6till are toiling, crusht, and clad in 
rags, unfed ! 

While Bunny hills and valleys richly blush with 
fruit and grain, 

But the paupers in tho palace rob tlieir toiling fel- 
low-men. 

This world is full of beauty, as other worlds 
abo\ e ; 

And, if we did our duty, it might be full of love. 

Hear God ! what hosts are trampled ’mid this 
killing crush for gold ! 

What noblo hearts are sapp’d of love ! what spirits 
lose life’s hold ! 



iH TO A BELOVED ON*, 

Yet a merry world it might be, opulent for all, and 
aye, 

With its lands that ask for labor, and its wealth 
that wastes away. 

This world is lull of beauty, as other worlds above ; 

And, if we did our duty, it might be full of love. 

• 

The leaf-tongu(»s of the forest, and the iiow’r-lipB 
of the sod — 

The happy BircUbthat hymn their raptures in the 
ear of God — 

The summer wind that bringcth music over land 
and sea , 

Have each a voice that singeth this sweet song of 
songs to me — 

This world is full of beauty, as other worlds above ; 

And, if we did our duty, it might be full of love. 


TO A BELOVED ONE. 

Heaven hath its crown of Stars, the Earth 
Her glory-robo of flowers — 

The Sea its gems — the grand old Woods 
Their songs and greening slioweib 
The Birds have homes, wheie leaves and blooms 
In beauty wreathe above , 

High yearning hearts, their ra in bow-dream — 
And Sweet ! wc have love. 

We walk not with the jewoll’d Great, 

Where Love's dear name is sold ; 

Yet have we wealth we would not give 
For all their world of gold ! 

We revel not in Com and Wine, 

Yet have we from above 
^dfonna divine, and we’ll not pine ; 

Do we not live and love 7 



TO A BBltOVEB 


There’s sorrow for the toiling poor, 

On Misery’s bosom nurst 

Rich robes for ragg<»d souls, and Crowns 
For branded mows Cain-curst ! 

But Cherubini, with clasping wings, 

Evt r about us be, 

And, happiest of God’s happy things! 
There’s love for you and me. 

Thy lips, that kiss till death, hayo turn'd 
Life’s water into wine ; 

The sweet life melting thro’ thy looks. 

Hath made my life divine. 

All Love’s dear promise hath been kept, 
Since thou to me wort given ; 

A laddci lor my soul to climb. 

And suinnif r high in heaven. 

I know, dear heart ? that in our lot 
Ma) mingle tears and sorrow ; 

But, Love’s rich Rainbow 's built from tears 
Tu-uay, with smiles To-morrow. 

The sunshine lrom our sky may die. 

The greenness from Lite’s tree, 

But ever, 9 mid the warring storm. 

Thy ntst shall shelter'd be. 

1 see thee T Ararat of my life, 

Smiling the waves above ! 

Thou hail'st me Victor in the strife, 

And beacon Vt mo with love. 

The world may never know, dear heart r 
What 1 have found in thee , 

But, tlio’ nought to the world, dear heart 1 
Thou’rt all the world to me. 
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WHO SANG THE BONG OS THE SHIRT. 

t 

’Tis tho old story 1 — evor the blind world 

Knows not its Angels of Deliverance 

Till they stand glorified ’twixt earth and heaven. 

It stones the martyr , then, with praying hands, 
Sees the God mount his chariot of fire, 

And calls swoot names, and worships what it 
spurn’d. 

It slays the Man to deify the Christ - 
And then hoW lovingly ’twill bind the brows 
Where late its thorn-crown laught with bloody 
lips — 

Red, ana rejoicing from grim Murder’s kiss 1 
To those who walk beside them, great men seem 
Mere common earth ; hut distance makes them stars. 
As dying limbs do lengthen out in death. 

So grows tho stature of their after-lamC ; 

And then we gather up their glonous words, 

And treasuro up their names with loving care. 

So Hood, our Poet, lived his martyr-life : 

With a swift soul that travell’d at rare spoed. 

And struok such flashes from its flinty road. 

That by its trail of radiance through the dark, 

We almost feature tli* unknown Future’s face — 
And went uncrown’d to his untimely tomb. 

Ocrtos, the World did praise his glorious Wit — 
The merry Jester with his cap and bells 1 
And sooth, his wit was like lthunel’s sptar , 

But ’fcwas mere lightning from the cloud of his life. 
Which held at heart most rich and blessed rain * 
Of tears melodious, that are worlds of love ; 

And Rainbows, that would bridge from earth to 
leave#, 
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And Light, that would have shone like Joshua’s agn 
Above our long death-grapple with the Wrong ; 
And thunder-voices, with their Words of fire, 

To melt tho Slave’s chain, and the Tyrant's crown. 
His wit? — a kiiul smile just to hearten us 1 — 

Kich foam-wreaths on the waves of lavish life, 

That flaslft o'er precious pearls and golden sands. 
But, there was tliat beneath suriuissmg show’ 

The starry soul, that shines when all is dark 1 — 
Endurance, that ean suffer and gr<Jvv strong — 
Walk through the world with bleeding feet, and 
smile ! — 

Love’s inner light, that kindles Life's rare colors T 
And thoughts that swathe Humanity with Hi'h 
glory 

As liniTih tin* outline of tho coming O’od ; 

And wine of Beauty lor the panting soul. 

In him were gl« ams of Mich heroic splendors 
As light tins cold, daik world up as a star 
Array’d in glorv lor the c^os of heaven 
And a great heart th it beat according music 
With theirs of old — (lod-likest, royullest meu ! 

A conquering heart 1 which Circumstance, that 
i rights 

The Many down from Love's transfiguring height, 
Aye mettled into martial attitude. 

He might have clutcht the palm of Victory 
In the world’s wrestling ring of mightiest deeds ; 
But he went down like a rich Argosy 
At sea, just glimmering into sight ol home, 

With its rare freightage from diviner elimes. 

The world may never know the wealth it lost. 
When Hood went darkling to his tearful tomb, 

So mighty in his un develop t force * 

With all his crowding unaccomplished hope* 1 
Th’ unuttered wealth and glorj of his soul r 
And all tho music ringing round his life, 

And poems stirring in his dying brain f 
O ! blessings on liim for the songs ho sang — 
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WJhjfcii yearn’d about the world till then for birth 1 
Ifytf like a bonny bird of God lie came, 

And pour’d his heart in music for the Poor , 

Who sit m gloom while sunshine floods the land. 
And feel, through darkness, fur the hand of Help 1 
And trampled Manhood heard, and claimed his 
crown, • 

And trampled Womanhood sprang up ennobled ! 
The human soul lookt radiantly through rags 1 
Anil there was iweltiug of cold lieuits, as when 
The ripening sunlight fingers frozen flowers. 

<) 1 blessings on him for the songs he sang * 

When all the stars of happy thought had set 
In mau;y a mind, his spirit walkt the gloom 
Clothed on with beauty, as the regal Moon 
AValks her night-kingdom, turning clouds to light. 
Our Champion ! with his heart too big to boat 
In bonds, — our Poet in his pride of* power f 
Ay, we’ll remember him who fought our fight. 

Ami ehose the Martyr’s robe of flame, and spurn d 
The gold and purple of the glistering sla\e. 

His Mausoleum is the People's heart. 

There he lies crown’d and glorified, — our King 
In state, w ith singing robe wrapt richly round. 
But ’tin not meet, my Knglaiul, his dear dust 
{Should lie where splendid flatteries flaunt on tombs, 
As treachery soms to brighten wanton t« ars — 
With not a line of letter’d hue to tell 
What mighty heart lies quench t ami broken there. 
So let us build our Poet's monument T 
With passionate hi nrts of love tor corner-stones. 
And tears that temper for iinmoit.il fame 
And it wer well, my England, should' it thou <*oino 
To weep some honest drops above his giave. 

Our Hood is worthier of eternal praise 
And blessings, and dear heart-immunities, 

Than w airier Wellington, who rode to fame 
On Death’s white horse by Battle’s < rims m path 
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THE SINUEIi. 

Ur out of the Corn the Lark oaroll’d in light, 
r|Jke a netv splendor sprung from the dark liuak of 
Night, 

Green light shimmer’d laughing o’er forest and sod y 
The rich sky was full of the presence of Chid, 

As with brave careless rapture he lavish t around 
Rare violet fancies and rose-leaves of sound* 

All thro' the Morn's sun-city sea-like his psalm 
Y v ith melodious waves dasht the bright world of 
calm * 

But heavily hung the droopt ears of the Corn : 

THEY WERE GATHERING GOLD IN THE DEWY MoRN. 

And he sang, as on heaven's fire-grains he had fed, 
Till his heart’s merry wdno had nmdo drunken his 
head. 

How he sang 1 as his honey in Life's cells ne’er 
dwiudled, 

And bealo-fires of Joy on all Life’s bills were 
kindled : 

O ! he sang, m he felt that to singing was given 
The magic to build rainbow'-stairwajs to heaven ! 
And he could not have sung w ith more lusty cheer, 
Llad all the world listened a-tiptoe to hear ! 

All the wiijll heavily hung iiir Corn, 

And its drowsy evrs ulard not the Sweetheart 
of Morn. 
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ICHABOD. 

Summers’ Suns have set! and earth is once 

V* 5/ more sweetly iiooded V. 

.W£th fragrance, for the virgin-leaves, and violet- % 

* ' banks have budded : 

Jtfeaven ohispetL Earth, as round the heart first 
broodeth Ijovo’s rich glow ; 

A blush of Flowers is mantling where the lush 
green grasses grow ! 

All things feel summering sunward, golden tides 
ilood down the air, 

Which burns, as Angel-visitants had left a glory 
there ! 

But darkness on my aehmg spirit shrouds the 
merry shine, — 

I long to feel a gush of Spring in this poor lcHLrt of 
mine. 

Morn opes Heaven’s opal portal, back the golden 
gates are drawn, 

And all the fields of glory blossom with tho crimson 
Dawn : 

But never comes thy clasping hand, or carol of thy 
lips, 

That made my heort sing like a Clod, when burst- 
ing Death's eclipse. 

Sweet voico! it came like saintly music, quiring 
angels make, 

When ruin sat heavy on my brow, and heart was 
like to break : 

Methought such love gavo wings to climb some 
starry throne to win ; 

Thou didst so lift my life's horizon — flatting heaven 
in. * 

I’m thinking, darling, of the days when life was 
all divine. 
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And love was aye the silver chord that hound my 
heart to thine ; 

When life bloom'd at thy coming, as the green 
earth greets the sun, 

And, like two dew-drops in a kiss, our twin souls 
wed in one. 

Ah ! stilt 1 feel ye at my heart T and, ’mid ths 
and strife, 

Ye sometimes lead my feet to walk the angel-side 
of Life! » . * . 

The magic music yearns within, as unto thee I tufti, ' 

And those bravo eyes, a-bluze with soul, thro’ all 
my being burn. 

Comeback, — comeback; T long to clasp thee in 
these arms, mine own ; 

Lavish my heart upon thy lips, and make my love 
the Crown 

And Aic of Triumph to thy life. Why tarry? 
Time hath cast 

Strange shadow's on my spirit since wo mot and 
mingled last ! 

Yet there bo joys to crown thoo with, tlio sunshine 
and the sweet 

Are hived, like honey, in my heart, to share them 
w hen w r e meet * 

How 1 have hoarded up my life ! how tenderly I 
strove 

To make my heart fit home for theo, its nfefttling 
Bird of love 1 

God bless thee » once the radiant world thy beauty 
crow u-like w ore, 

But life hath lost a tender grace that cometb nover 
more ! 

The flowers will bud again in Spring, and happy 
birds make love, 

With melting hearts, a-brooding o’er their passion 
in the grove. 
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But thou wilt never more come hack, to clothe my 
heart with Spring ; 

Dear God 1 Love’s sweetest chord is turn’d to Pain’s 
most jarring string f 

Tho Glory hath departed * and my spirit pants 
to go 

Where ’mid Life’s troubled waters, ’twill not see 
the wreck below. 


NOT LOST, BUT GONE BEFORE. 

One of God’s own Darlings was my bosom’s nest- 
ling Do\c, 

With In r looks of lo\e and sunshine, and her 
voieo so rich and low 

How it trembled through my life, liko an Immor- 
Jjgd’s kiss of love 1 

How its musi<&y earns thro’ all my memory 
now l 

Oh ! her beauty rainbows round mo, and her sweet 
emile, silvorly 

As a song, fills all tho silence of the Midnight’s 
charmed hours ; 

And T know from out her grave sho’ll send her 
love in death to me, 

By the Spring in smiling utterance of Flowers. 

04 my Love, too good for Earth, has gone into the 
world of light ; 

It was hard, she said, to leave me, but the Lord 
had need of her , 

And she walks the heavens in glory, like a Star i’ 
crown of Night, 

WJl&nfre Beautiful and Blessed mingling there. 
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Gone before me, to bo clothed on with bridal rob^ 
of white. 

Where Love’s blossom flowers to fruit of Knowl- 
edge, — Suffering ’& glorified * 

And mylovo shall make me meet and worthy of 
her presence bright. 

That iit heaven I may claim her as my Bride. 


THE CHIVALRY OF LABOR. 

U prOtjse ye now, brave brother-band. 

With honest heart, and working hand : 

"We are but few, toil-tried, and true, 

Yet heirfcs beat high to dare and do 
And wrho would not a Champion be 
In Labor’s lordlier Chi v ally ? 

We fight 1 but bear no bloody br&nd. 

We fight to free our Fatherland : 

We fight that smiles of Jo\e may glow 
On lips where curses quiver now 1 
Hurrah l hurrah 1 true Knights are we 
In Labor’s lordlier Chit airy 

O 1 there be hearts that uelie to so i 

The day-dawn of our \ letory 

Eyes full of heart-break w ith us plead, 

And Watchers weep, ami Martyrs bleed: 

O’ who would not a Champion bo 
In Labor's lordlier Chivalry? 

Work, Brothers mine ; work, hand and beam ; 
We’ll win the Oolden Age again 
And Love's Millennial morn shall rise 
In happy hearts, and blessed eves. 

Hurrah ’ hurrah 1 true Knights are we 
In Labor’s lordlier Chivalry. 
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TIIE CHIVALRY OF LABOR EXHORTED 

TO THE WORSHIP OF BEAUTY. 

• 

Our world oft turns In gloom, and Life hath many 
a perilous way, • 

Yet there* s no j^ith so desolate and thorny, cold 
and gray, 

But Beauty like a Beacon burns above the dark of 
strife, 

And like an Alchemist aye turns all things to 
golden life. 

On human hearts her presence droppeth precious 
manna down, 

On huiu in brows her glory gathers like a coming 
t vown 

Her smile lights up Life’s troubled stream, and 
Love, the swimmer 1 lives ; 

And O ’tis bravo to battle for the guerdon that she 
gives ! 

Then let us worship Beauty w itli the knightly faith 
of old, 

O Chivalry of Labor toiling for the Ago of Gold f 

The first-fruits of the Past at Beauty’s shrine are 
offer’d up, 

From which a vintage meet for Gods she rrushoth 
in her cup • 

And from the living Proscnt doth she press the rare 
new wine, 

To glad the hearts of all her lovers with a draught 
divine. 

Earth's crowning miracle ! she comes f with bless- 
ing lips, that part 

> Like mid-May’s rose Husht open with the fragrance 
of her heart 
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And life turns to her color— kindles with her light 
—like flowers 

That garner up the golden fire, and suck the mel- 
low showers. 

Come lot us w orship Beauty with the knightly faith 
of old, 

O Chivaliy of Labor toiling for the Age of Gold ! 

Come lot us worship Beauty whore the budding 
Spring doth flower, • 

And lush green leaves and grasses flush out sweeter 
every hour ; 

Or Summer's tide of Splendor floods the lap o’ the 
World once more* 

With riches like a sea that surges jewels on its sliofC* 

Come feel her ripening influence when Morning 
feasts our eyes — 

Thro* open gates of glory — with a glimpse of 
Paradise ■ 

Or queenly Night sits crowned, smiling down the 
purple gloom, 

And Stars, like Heaven’s fruitage, melt i’ the glory 
of their bloom. 

Come let us worship Beauty with the knightly faith 
of old, 

O Chi\alry of Labor toiling for the Ago of Gold ! 

Come from the den of darkness and the city’s soil 
of sin. 

Put on your radiant Manhood, and the Angel’s 
blessing w in f 

Where wealthier sunlight comes from Heaven, like 
welcome-sin ties of God, 

And Earth’s blind yearnings leap to life in flowers, 
from out the sod • 

Come worship Beauty in the forest- templo, dim 
and hush, 

Where stand** Magnificence dreaming ! and God 
burncth in the bush : 
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Or whore the old hills worship with their silence* 
foi a psalm, ^ * 

Or ocean’s weary heart doth keep the sabbath O# 
its calm 

Gome let us worship Beauty with the knightly faith 
of old, 

O Chivalry o£ Labor toiling for the Agc\>f Gold ! 

Come let us worship Beauty she hath subtle 
power to otar t 

ITeroie word and deed out-flashing from the hum- 
blest heart 

Great feelings will gush unawares, and freshly as 
the fust 

Rich Rainbow that up startled Iloaven in tearful 
splendoi burst 

O blessed aio her lineaments, and wondrous are 
her w.ijs 

To repnture God’s worn likeness in the suffering 
human 1 ice 1 

Our bliss shall richly overbrim like sunset in the 
west. 

And we sbaJJ dream immortal dreams and banquet 
with the Blest 

Then let us worship Beauty with the knightly faith 
of old, 

O Chivalry of Labor tolling for the Age of Gold f 


WHEN I OOME HOME 

AfiOWnme Life’s hell of fierco Ardors burns. 
When I come home, when I come home , 

Over me Heaven with her starry heart yearns, 
When l oomo home, when I come home 
For the feast of Gods garmsht, the palace of Night 
At a thousand star- windows is throbbing with li^ht. 
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vftoof - 1 com ignis. 

London makes mirth ! biit I know God hears 
Tb© gobs the dark, and the dropping of tears ; 
ESjr I feel that ho listens down Night’s gr<*at dome — 
When T come home, w hen 1 come home, 

Homo, home, when I come home, 

Far i’ the night when I come home* 

» 

I walk under Night’s triumphal arch, 

When I come home, when I come home, j 
Exulting with life like a ConqueroVs march, 

When I come home, when I come home. 

I pass by the rioh-chambor’d mansions that shine. 
Overflowing with splendor like goblets with wine : 
I have fought, I have vanquinlit, the dragon, of 
Toil, 

And before me my golden Ilespevides smile f 
And O but Love’s flowers make rich the gloom, 
When I come home, when l come home T 
Home, homo, when I come home, 

Far i’ the night \%hcn I come homo. 

O the sweet, merry mouths up-tum’d to be kist. 
When I come home, when I come home ! 

How the younglings yearn from the hungry nest. 
When I come home, when I come heme f 
My woaiy, worn heart into sweetness is stirred. 
And it dances and sings like a singing Bird, 

On the branch nighest heaven, — a-top Of my life : 
As I clasp thee, my winsome, wooing Wife ! 

And thy j»iile cheek with rich, tendpr passion doth 
bloom 

When I come home, when I come home. 

Home, home, when I come home, 

Far i’ the night when I come home. 

Clouds furl off the shining face of my life, 

When I eomo home, when I com© home, 

And leave heaven hare on thy bosom, sweet Wife! 
When I come home, when 1 come homo 
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With her smiling Energies, — r Faith warm ttqpi 
bright, — ' * 

With Love glory-crown ’d and serenely alight < 
With her womanly beauty and queenly calm, 

She steals to my heart with her blessing of halm ; 
And O but the wine of love sparkles with foam, 
When I come homo, when I come home ' 

Home, home, when [ come homo ! 

Far i’ the night when I come home. 


THE THREE SPIRITS. 

They were three Spirits fresh from God’s own hand, 
And beuutifttller ne’er took mortal mould. 

They had worn vestures of the undefiled, 

At spirit-spousals sang the nuptial song. 

Sat down with Gods and Heroes, held high converse 
With Milton and the mighty men of old. 

Divine old Socrates and deathless sages, 

The martyr'd Prophets and the warrior-saints, 
Who fought we do now, and wrestled down 
Doubt’s grim despairs, with pongs and quenchless 
faith. 

Glory tiara’d their immortal brows, 

Their lips were yet alive with seraph-fire, 

And looks bedropt rich dews of Paradise : 

They lookt a fore- taste and fore-feel of* heaven 
Christ-like they came to wear old Earth’s lifo- 
harness, *■ 

And *ko their fiery sutHStccds in her fun owe. 
They come to buttle, toil in tears, and pray, 

“Our father,” with the family of Men. 

^TVas midnight in the hushfc and moonlit land, 
yjtfL hoavgns had on their si her robe of stars, 

Am i earjBphad on her silver robe of dew, 
r H Plen rpy first lookt like smiles of God, through 
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Whore struggling heaven light shone half-drown’d 
in tears, 

Ad tfainy sunbeams strike a watery world. 

They crew sweet babes, where fond hearts set 
Love’s throne, 

Heaven breathed about them, Angels sang to them, 
And joy w!Ls vVith them in their innocence. 

Their dawn of lieing broaden’d into day, 

And they had 8 prune to Manhood unawares. 

The lusty blood lan r>rave fire in tl eir veins, 

Lite’s surging waves, with them, were at mad- 
plungc, 

And plough’d the passionate heart with tempest- 
beat 

Then high thoughts burst like battle on their souls, 
Housing and stern as in the noon of night 
The elation'* c 1 mgor smites a sleeping host 1 
And gorgeous ^ isions, glor\-clad, swept by. 

Smew and thew \\t k strung to win at least 
The table-1 md that girds the mount of Fame. 

And one went down to moil in Mammon’s mine, 
Foi love ol Gold ; thenceforth in his warpt heait, 
The Dev ll at death-grips set himself to God, 

And day by day worm’d out some trace divine ! 
Day unto day, Gold rotted out the soul. 

Still he toil’d on for Gold, sweet 1 ^damning Gold 1 
The poor man’s sweat, and tears, and blood, 
congeal’d ; 

And ho v\avt wealthy » all around him rose 
The hoarded heaps, like tiophies after battle, 

Or tribu to- treasure flung at Monarchy’ feet. 

1I»» turn’d to what he fed on. dust to dust ; 

The angrl- plumes once moulted, grew no more ’ 
TLe God dwarft in him, mid his heart was hoary 
Before Time’s silver mark had hlancht his brow. 
And one up-re ired a fame \\ hich stood apart 
In the world’s gaze, as ’mid old Tadmor’e ruins 
Homo column loomefch in the eye ol sunset. 

Ho crown’d with a beacon-fire the reef which 
wreokt 
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Tiie mighty of all time. His marvellous name 
Mqved men's tongues regally as Euroclydon, 

The storm-wind 1 wakes the voices of old ocean. 
Leviathan of hloud f what crimson seas 
Ilo spilt to re* el in ; his path to cmpiro 
W as wasted hearts and desolated lands. 

The other trode the world’s face poor as ^Christ, 
Drank gall and wormwood, lived Gcthscmane, 

Jn many a midnight solitude of heart * 

Loved, iioped, and mirst largo iuitli in human-kind, 
Wept glorious tears that telescope the t *uul. 

And bring heaven. nearer to the e^es of Faith r 
The hounds of hell hay’d at him, hoary K\il 
Breathed blighting influences on his hcait, 

To turn it to a l pas-tree, and kill 
All uostling birds ot lovo. W ith tears and travail 
Ho wulkt the furnace, trode Karth’s stony ways, 
And b<3ftt his rugged patli with blooding feet. 

Yet nought bore down his heart, or nlencht his 
faith, 

And many a cloud-rift; radiantly rent, 

Dropt blessing dear os parted lips of lovo. 

From suffering he WoUJinrengtli to throw the world ; 
And wh$&£h4 tight rtm sorest, his roused spiiit 
IV ©nt forth a Conqueror * wrapt in robes oi victory. 
Amid ttie mirk and mire, he kept his heart 
A temple for the Beautiful ! all warm 
And bright, with blessed light of I^ove, that win- 
dow 

Of our dim life, which ever opes on God 1 
He trimmed Love's lamp in poor men's hearts and 
homes, 

Am} in the world’s w r asto places his life blossom’d. 
• So each built up a life. Time’s scaffolding 
Fell from them, and they stood in God’s eye bare ! 
lib) the silent land, they pass’d the Grave, 

Which Spring had made a beautiful gate of flowers; 
Qll JP to ^P ^onder won the starry threshold 
JljrGo^SPH^^like to like is gauged and garnered. 
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They stood whore Paradise uprear'd its portals, ' 
And shook down Splendors, palpitated bliss—* 

Like u town lull of triumph, — heart of love. 

O in that hour how shook the rich man’s soul! 
lie stood there beggar’d, poorest of the poor ! 

Gold would not purchase nea\ on ; and if fojnight. 
Eternity r.» u ’twivt him and bib ri< hes . 

And ho went wailing with his world of woe. °* 
The other had gambled for a lifo, and lost* 

Lot blip his chance for an eternity b 
Tor fame, had l»arter'd an immortal birthright ; 
For name on earth had sold llea\on's heritage ; 
And thero the gates of glory on him closed. 

The- poor man came* ami Ins meek toarlul eyes 
Grew luminous, us lit with sudden sun. 

Divinity leapt up fnll-statured, when 
His lifo burst its worn manacle of clay. 

And wore God's splendor round it like a raiment. 
Throbbing with gloiy like a midnight star. 

All Heaven was huslit to hear the Lord’s 41 A\ ell 
done.” 

Then shining hosts and quiring orbs Rang “Wel- 
come*” 

And angels crown'd him in thetr GapitoL 4 
For in hiH heart he kept God’s iip£ae bright. 

Love was his life-blood* Thro’ tne long" work- 
day — 

The dark and terrible night-time — aye, to death, 
He nurst his love : and God himself is love. 

Ami there be none of all the poorest poor 
That walk the world, worn heart-bare, none so 
poor 

But they may bring a little human lo\e 
Tq mend the world. And God himself is Ipve. 
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TO-DAY AND TO-MORBOW. 


TO-DAY AJSTD TO-MORROW* 

XT ion hopes that burn'd like Stars sublime. 
Go down i' the Heavens of Freeddm ; 
And true hearts perish in the time 
We bitterliest need 'em ! 

But never tit wo down and say 
There's nothing left but sorrow : 

We walk the Wilderness To-day, 

The Promised Land To-morrow. 


Our birds of song are silent now. 

There are no flowers blooming! 

Yet life beats in the frozen bough. 

And Freedom’s Spring is coming! 

And Freedom’s tide comes up alway, * 
Tho’ wo may strand in sorrow : 

And out good Bark, a-ground To-day, 
Shall float again To-morrow. 

Thro* all thedong, dark night of years 
The People’s cry ascendeth. 

And Earth is wet with blood and tears : 
But our meek sufferance endeth ! 

The Few shall not for ever sway, 

Tho Many moil in sorrow : 

The Powers of Hell are strong To-day, 
But Christ shall rise To-morrow. 


Tho’ hearts brood o’er the Past, our eyes 
With smiling Futures glisten ! 

For, lp 1 our day bursts up the skies : 

Leah out your souls and listen ! 
Thgfjworld rollB'S^etdom's radiant /way, 
<i2ui4 ripens with her sorrow : 

Keep heart ! who bear the Cross To-day, 
Sliall wear tlie Crown To-morrow. 
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O Youth 1 flame-earnest, still aspire, 
With energies immortal 1 
To many a heaven of Desire, 

Our yearning opes a portal 1 
And tho’ Age wearies by the way. 

And h<aits break in tho funow, 
We’ll sow the golden gram To-day, — 
Tho Harvest tomes To-monow 

Build up heroie li\t*H, and all • 

Bo like a whoa then wabie, 

Beady to flash out at God’s call, 

O C uvalry of Labor f 
Triumph and Toil are twins and ayo 
Joy Mins the cloud of Sorrow; 

And ’ tis tho mnTtyrdom To-day, 

Brn igs \ ietory To-morrow . 


HUSBAND AND WIPE. 

O, morni/T 1 stood in the rare Surprise, 

Ah the dawn of your beauty brake « 

But l fear’d for the storm, as I lookfc&t the skie , 
And trembled for your swoet sake f 
And O, may the evil days come not, I said. 

As I yearn'd o’er my tender blossom f 
Strung arm o£ love 1 shelter tho dear one’s head ; 

And I nestled you in my bosom. 

May the tears nevor dim the love-light of her eye, — 
May her Life bo all Spring-weather * 

Was the prayer of my heart, eie you, Love, and I, 
Wore Husband and Wife together. 

But the suns will shine, and the rains will fell* 

On the loftiest. Low host spot J 
And there’s mourning and merriment mingled for all 
That inherit the human lot 
4 
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So we’ve suffer’d atul sorrow’d and grown more 
strong, 

Heart-to-heart, side-by-side, we have striven, 
With the love that makes summer- tido all the year 
long, 

And the heart that is its on n Lea v on ' 

Wo clung the more (dose as the bt >rm swept by, 
And kept the mst warm in cold weather 
And seldom we’ve lalter’d since you, Love, and I, 
Have been Lhibband and Wife together ! 

Like the sweet wild fiovrers of the wilderness, 

You have dwelt life to life with Nature ; 

And caught the wild beauty and grace of her ways. 
And grown to her hea\enlier stature * 

In golden calm, and in quickening strife, 

Hath your womanly worth inifoldoii * 

And sunshine and show’r have onricht your life. 
And ripen’d its harvest guldin. 

There is good in the grimun st cloud o“ the bky , 
Thero are blessings in w in try weather 
Even gx$$f hath its glory, since you, Love, and I, 
Hava Jbeen husband and Wife together. 

0, Life is not perfect with Love’s first kibs : 

Who would win the blessing must wrestle ; 

And the deeper the sorrow, the dearer the bliss, 
That in its rich core may nestle 1 
Our Angels oft groei us in tearful guise, 

And oar saviours come in sorrow ■ 

While the murkiest midnight that frowns from the 
skies, 

Is at heart a radiant* Morrow 1 
We laugh and we cry, wo sing and wo sigh, 

And Life will have wintry w cather ! 

So we’ll hopo, and love on, since you, Lovo, and I, 
Are husband and Wife together. 
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Wp JEWELLED BEAUTY IS MY LOVE. 


NO JEWELLED BEAUTY TS MY LOVE. 

No jewelli d Beauty is my Love, 

Yet in her earnest face 

There's such a world of tenderness, 

!*>he needs no other grace. 

Iler smiles, and voice, around my life 
Tn light and music twine, 

And dear, O vor^ dear to me, 

Is this sweet Love of mine. 

O ]oy f to know there’s one fond heart. 
Beats over true to me : 

It sets mine leaping like a lyre, 

In sweetest melody : 

My bouI up-Hpiingis, a Deity! 

To hear her v oiee div Sue, 

I dear, O very dear to me, 

Is this sweet Love of mine. 

If ever I have sigh’d for wealth* 

’Twas all for her, I trow; 

And if I win Fame’s vie tor-Wrcath, 

ITl tw ino it on her bro^* 

There may bo forms more beautiful, 

And souls of mmnior shine. 

But none, O none, so djpar to tne, 

As this sweet Love of mine. 



TUB KINGLIES? KINGS, 


THE KINGLIEST KINGS. 

Ho f ye who in a noble work 
Win scorn, as flames draw air, 

And in the May where laons lurk, 

God's image brav ely bear , 

Tho’ troublo-tried, and torture- torn, 

The kingliest Kings are crown’d with thorn. 

Life’s glory, like the bow in heaven, 

Still spnngeth from the cloud , 

And soul ne’er soar'd the starry Seven, 
But Pain’s fire-chariot rode. 

They’ve battled heat who’ve boldliost borne. 
The kingliest Kings are crown’d with thorn. 

The Martyr's fire-crown on the brow 
- Doth into glory burn 
And tears that from Love's torn heart flow, 
To pearls of spirit turn 
Our dearest hopes in pangs are born, 

The kingliest Kings are crown’d with thorn. 

As beauty m Death’s cerement shrouds, 
And Stars bejewel Night. 

God-splendors livo in dim heart-clouds, 
Anu suffering worketh might. 

The mirkiest hour is mother o’ Mom, 

The kingliest Kings arc crown'd with thorn. 
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MARTYRS FOR HUNGARY AND ROME. 

1850. 

Til* v arc gone 1 

When on earthquake-edge they slumbeied, 
Who have man accurst , • 

And I lope 'b blossoms, man) -numbered, 

Into flow cr buiet ; 

When our he.n ts like throbbing drums. 

Beat foi Frt ( dom , sang, She comes ! 

God 1 they b turn bled among tombs. 

They are gone 1 

Free* loin's stiong oiks, young and hoary. 
Beautiful in faith T 
And her first dawn-bluth of glory 
* bids their camp of death ! 

There the^ lie in shrouds of blood ; 

Murdt r’d, w here for right they stoqd— 
Murder’d, Chribt-like, doing good. 

v 

They are gone ! 

And ’tis good to die up-giving 
Valor’s vengeful breath, 

To make Heroes of the living,—* 

Thus divine is death. 

One by one, dear hearts 1 they’ve left us, 

Yet lfopo hath not all berelt us : 

Still we man the breach they cleft us. 

They are here ! 

Here, where life ran ruddy rain, 

When power from God seem'd wrench t : 
Here, where tears fall — molten brain! 

And bunds are agony-clench t ! 
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Look, Love lifts the veil ; ab ! now 
There’s a glory, where the slow 
Of Pain’s fire-crown seam’d each brow. 

They are here 1 
In the Etna of each heart, 

Where Vengeance laughs hell-mirth, 
In the silent tears that start 
O’er their glorious worth ? 

Tears / ay; tears of fire, proud Weepers f 

For these soul-scpultured sleepers 

Fire 1 to smite Death’s blood-sur d reapers. 

They are here ! 

With us in the march of time, 

Beating at our Bide 1 
Let us iive their li\es sublime, 

Die as they have died 1 
Wait these Martyrs ^et shall come. 
Myriad-fold, from their lieait tomb! 

In the Tyrant’s day of doom. 


* LOVE ME. 

“ Aw dear a s the feeling when first-flowers start, 
Thou cam’st in thy mnsical lightness . 

And the cloud wept itself in rich rain on iny heart, 
That had hidden thy beauty and brightness 
’Twas as Life’s topmost window oped suddenly, 
bright 

With the glittering face of an Angel, 

The sweet secret out-flasht on thy forehead of light, 
And I knew thee, my own love-Evangol ! 

0 bow shall I crown thee, Love, on my heart’s 
throne, 

Thou art so far, far above me? ” 
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And aye ad her dear eyes lookt love in mine own, 
The Maiden answered, 44 Love me.” 


44 My Beloved is fair as some beautiful star 
That walks in an air of glory ; 

And her large-lieartcd looks and her lineaments aro 
As some Queen *s of the old Greek story 1 
There’s never night now , since those dear ay cs of 
thine 

Smiled on mo their soft sweet %plendor. 

And 1 drank of the wine of thy kisses diiinc • 

O what lor such lo\e shall 1 render ? 99 
And aye, as I knelt at my true Love's shrine, 

She bent in her beauty above me 
And ave, as her bweet eyes lookt love into mine. 
The Maiden answered, 44 Lovo me.” 


44 O could my heart, mountain-region ’d in hl?ss, 
Thy liie with Lo\e's affluence dower. 

Thou should'st have hea\en in a world e’en like elds, 
the joy of a liie in each hour l 
Thou should ’bt go foith like a conquering queen. 
Reaping rich hcaittuls of treasure, 

Nor strive where the worn of heart wearily glean 
But handfuls, in harvesting nlfc{*sur0./c 
And aye, as I knelt at my true Loves shrine. 

She bent in her beauty above me : 

And aye, as her sweet eyes lookt love into mine, 
The Maiden answered, 44 Love me.” 


LOVE'S FAIRY RING. 

While Titans war with social Jove, 
My own sweet w r ife and I 
We make Elysium in our love, 

And let the world go by ! 



lovers EAtfh? nvjta. 

O never hearts behalf so light 
With crown£d'*%aeen 6* King ! 

O never world was half so bright 
As is our fairy -ring, 

’ Dear love 1 

Our hallowed fairy-ring. 

Our world of empire is not large. 

But priceless wealth it holds ; 

A little he:f\en links marge to raurgo, 
But what rich realms it folds ! 

And eloping all from outer strife 
Sits Lo\c with tolden wing, 

A-brood o’er dearer life-in-life. 

Within our fairy -ring. 

Dear love ! 

Our hallowed fairy -ring. 

Thou leanest thy true ln-art on mine. 
And bravely beared up ! 

Aye mingling Love’s mo4 precious wino 
In Life's most bitter cup » 

And evermore the circling hours 
, New gifts of glory bring ; 

; live and love like happy flowers, 

\ »* .All iu our fairy -ring, 

Dear love ! 

Our hallowed fairy-ring. 

Wo’ve known a many sorrows, Sweet 1 
TV e’ve wept a many tears. 

And often trod with trembling feet 
Our pilgrimage of years. 

But when our sky grow dark and wild. 
All closelier did wo cling : 

Clouds broke to beauty as you smiled, 
Peace crown’d our fairy-ring, 

Dear love 

Our hallowed fairy-ring. 
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' jffifevr T&u#** tins in EXILE. 

Away "grim Lord& of tMurderdom , 

Away, 0 Hat®* $&d strife * 

Hence, revellers, reeling drunken from 
Your feast of human life * 

Heaven shield our little Goshen round, 
From ills that with them spring, 
And ne\ or ho their footprints found 
Within our fairy-ring, 

Dear love ! 

Our hallowed fairy-ring. • 

But, come yo who the Truth daro own, 
Or work in Love’s dear mime ; 

Come .ill who wear the Martyr’s crown 
The Mystic's rolie of flame f 
Sweet souls, a Christless world doth $bam 
Like birds smote blind to sing— 

For such, we’ll aye make welcome room 
Within our fairy-ring, 

Hear love ! 

Our hallowed fairy-ring. 


NEW YEAR’S EVE IN E&tUBL . 

Warriors of Freedom who for heritage 
Wear on their browns a mark as fcurst as Cain’s, 

The flower ami chivalry of many lands 
Betrothed to Martyrdom as to a Bride, — 

Had met together, a strange companie ! 

But brothers, battling in one sacred cause. 

They were heroic* souls who had lain life’s* all 
On Freedom’s hungry Altar, and gone forth 
Clad in the spirit of self-sacrifice. 

To roam a thankless world with homeless hearts,— 
Men who had tost on Hanger's w ildest waves, .+ 
For whom a radiant victory ever shone : 
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Like Hero on her with her torch, * 

Lighting her lover throtf^Tl the shadow of death, 
Men who had broken Battle ’£ burning lines. 
Dealing hie with their looks, death with their 
hands, 

And strode like Salamanders through War y s flame ; 
And in the last stern charge of desperate valor. 

On Death’s scythe daslit w ith force that turn’d its 
edge. 

Some were but? youths, yet with such manhood 
ilusht. 

By eager leaps to catch at lordlier life, 

They had attained the old heroic btaturo. 

Some had grown gra} with battle, some with years, 
And there were ancient Sorrow s grand aB kings, 

Of an old peerless line. , Such silent Griefs 
And Sufferings crown’d lor immortality. 

Bar nest as tiro they sate, and reverent 
As though a God were present in their midst : 
Stern, but serene and hopeful, prayerful, brave. 

As Cromwell’s Ironsides on an eve ot battle ; 

Bach, individual life as clencht and knit, 

'As though beneath their robes their fingers clutcht 
Ttajjftfepon sworn to strike a T)i.mt down 
Suw^Oud Belief did lift their kindling brows, 
Suc& glowing purpose hunger’d in their eyes, 
yTith fire enough to set a world in flames. 

No servile souls, that at your look, 

Like meek worms, Writhe into their darkening 
holes. 


And One up-rosc to word the Thought that ran 
Jllot to their hearts and glittering to their brows , 
BAn old man, with the mournful l’st, thin, gray hair ; 
nPlie lines of suffering in his lace seem d drawn 
Tight with the mortal tug of Agony, 

But with sad majesty he smiled, and splendor 
sweetly from the furrows of his face, 
■Hnkrinklcs on the waters laugh with light, 
^jgg^fiig as a Prophet’s wings of fiamo 
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Flatter’d within him^id£hi» aspect burn’d 
With an unearthly fie^^e^Waa caught up 
The mount Transfiguration with eyes fixt 
On air, os though he talkt with one beyond. 

Ho stood there looking down tho unseen time, 

Like some hoar Hill that lifts its solemn peak 
To catch the umisen Mom, while all tho plains 
Are drowsed and darkling He already sunn'd 
Him in the glory of the coming Day ; 

And his words swept their yielding, springing 
hearts, 

As strong winds take a field of billowing corn. 

11 Tho merry Bells are jubilant To-night 
Through all the land* of Exile; blithe wine laughs 
Its babbling laughter, — winking gem-like oyts, 
And leaps up in the beaker like red lips 
W hose kisses storm the inner gates of bliss. 

But not with mirth, and song, and dainty feast, 
We meet to hold our solemn festival. 

We wait the wine of Freedom : when it runs 
W e shall wax merry, too, — perchance grow 
drunken — 

They keep it ripening to such mellow age i 
And we shall banquet like Immortals fed * * 

By Hebe’s hand at the Ambrosial feasts. ^ 

The Now Ye it Hashes on us sadly grand* 

Leans in our midst with ringing armor on, 

Strikes a mail’d hand in ours, and bids us arm 
Ere the first trumpet sound tho hour of onset 
Denso darkness lies on Europe's winter-world. 
Stealthy and grim tho Boar comes creeping^on, 

Out of the North, and all the Peoples sleep 
By Freedom’s smouldering watch-fire . there is none 
To snatch the brand, and dash it in his face. 

Old England sleeps, and still the Bear creeps on, 
Ah * she forget teth how, in the old years, 

The groat hearts of her glorious Commonwealth 
Sent thundor-throbbings through the lands, and 
gfivo them 
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NEW YflA&*S EVE VX&&. 


Such a new ptfls^ of nobler life and when 
Iheir bumlc^h Venture Wfci&ekt, and o’er tlv m roU’jl 
The wormwood waters of defeat and do\th, 

Ilow m tlun pleading hands they held the Babe 
And Oiphan Liberty , and bade nci roar it 
l?or lo\< oi them, and tor its own sweet sake. 

And lmgland slinks behind the nations now. 

Dim is lu r Beacon Despots paled to seo 
Bum on them through the dark, like God’s stem 
eye. ' 

Hei battle-armor rusteth in fur halls, 

And the old mighty aim that struck such blows 
For Bight and Freedom, hangoth listleb& now- 
A dry-iot eats her life litr God is Mammon ! 

God Mars no longer leaps into her heart, * 

\s m a chanot driving down to battle 
Her ancient fame and valoi ha\e become 
A tab that’s told us of foi gotten turns — 

Some fabled Krakcn sluwbi ring m its sc a 1 
O 1 ior the voice of Milton once again, 

To make the hon-oyes lighten, and her hunt 
As tremblingly alive as is a Stir, 

Till m her naked strength maicst < «il 

She Wftlkt the Sun-roau ol her gloi ions w ly. 

But B*%land sleeps — the Rum still rolls on. 

FaTtft Crouches ’neatli the shuddering w mgs* of 

Fear. 

Sib nt, and very calm, Frc c dom lu s huslit, 

And listens lihv- a p inting thing put sued. 
Harkening Jioart-H titled, Jor tht st< iltbu^t field 
Of One that hunts like Tarqum foi Luc rcc e 
’Tin midnight now, and all the cue ping things, 
And Buds of Darkness, ply tlun glumly woik. 
Life giopcs and stumbles among ^apmg gr iv< s, 
Aud Freedom’s worehippeis full headless, while 
Th$y bend to give their lieu ts up at her shrine 1 
But God’s in heaven, and yet the Day shall 
dawn — 

Break from the dark upon her golden wings. 
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Her quick, ripe eplendoifopend and burn the gloom, 
Her living tides of glory burst, and loam, 

And hurry along the darken’d streets of night. 
Cloud after cloud shall light a rainbow -roof, 

.And build a Triumph- Arch for conquering l)ay 
To flash her beauty — trail her grandeurs through, 
And take the World in hc*r white arms of light. 
And Earth shall fling aside her mask of gloom, 
And lift her tearlul lace. O there will be 
Blood on it thick as dews ! The children’s blood 
Splash t in the Mother’s face ! And there must be 
A red sunrise of retribution yet ! 

A mighty future is about to break 
The hush o’ the world — the waiting gloom in 
heaven. 

The Now Year eomcfch with a magic key, 

To opc some radiant chamber in Time’s palace. 

Our Martyrs have not sown such seed in vain 1 
Beneath old Winter's snows a woild of hope 
Lies ripening, and shall richly run to flowers. 
When Spring comes dancing like a jubilant Psal- 
tress, 

And free earth kindles as a countenance 
Alive with hue, and all the soul alight ! v 
O come, thou Spring of (rod, and at thy voici# 

The balmy blood shall boat in bud and leaf ! 

And come, thou mellow rain, fall on it warm, 

And fondle it with kisses, drop rich tears; 

And blow, tliou sweet Spring-wind, and set it 
stirring 

With seerot rapture — budding tenderly, 

With all the glory of its Added bloom. 

And all its fragrauce stri\ing for the light. 

Cod, what a Spring and Harvest yet shall crown 
The dark, dern Deluge of Calamity f 
Then come, thou grand New Year, In silence come 
Across the white snows, and the winter-land. 
Come, great Deliverer, call the peoples up,— 

Dp from tho Egypt of their slavery ! 



62 


t 

NEW EVE ts EXILE. 

Bing out the death4tneH of old Tyranny — 

’Tis rotton ripe, and the heart of ‘half the world 
Doth beat and burst to hurry it into hell. 

Stride o’er the Present, grand fes some hug6 waAO 
Should rush a< i >ss Panama at a leap. 

And make two Seas one perfect world of waters. 

So link our great Past to a nobler Future, 

And set our new woild singing on its way, 

With sunsldne freighted, like a heart of bliss. 

Her Life’s rich •tide at Glory’s high flood-mark. 

A little while, and wo shall yet return 
Each to the Fatherland, like kings to conquest. 
Light breaks there 1 in tlio East : it grows, and 
soon 

Shall Freedom's sun roll up the Iloaven of Life. 

We may not see God’s face, yet at our side 

He combats for us, with Ilfs \izor down 

But no more words — like weeds they sap the soul 

Of richness that should fill the fruit of deed*. 

Henceforth let lips be dumb, as Bravery — 

Iler parley done — had shut her gates, to ope not 
Sa\o for the shouts that chariot Victory forth. 

We are all ready 1 We ha\o waited long 1 
God strike the hour, Ho 1 let the trumpets ring 1 ” 
He ceased. One shout ran tliro’ the night, and 
Struck 

Heaven’s boss of stars, and like a ship went down 
In the lone sea of silence flowing round. 

In touching majesty the Stirs lookt down, 

As tho* they yearn’d to them with answering pulse, 
And with invisible Speed the world roll'd on 
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SONG. 

Like leaves from Autumn's bough, Old Friend, 
Our ripest hopes di part ; * 

And there’s little 1< ft us now , Old Fiiend, 

To cheer the Patriot's heart. 

The Altars where we knelt. Old IJriond, 

Giow desolate and cold. 

And faint is the faith we felt, Old Friend, 

I* the valiant da^s of old. 

Tn bloody shrouds they sleep, Old Friend, 

Who could not live as slavob 
And the li\ing only weep, Old Friend, 

Aho\e their Martyrs’ gia\es 1 
Freedom hath many a wound, Old Fiiend, 

\nd, ring’d by hounds of hell, 

She wraps lu r purple lound, Old Friend, 
iu lall as Ca?sar loll. 

The men of blood prevail. Old Friend, 

And. stueken in the night. 

The people’s weeping wail, Old Friend, 

Goes piaying for the light. 

And >et tin 11 d.i\ shall come, Old Friend, 
though we may ne\or hear 
The shouts of Uain< st-bome, Old Tiiencl, 

Nor see the golden year. 


3 the white snow crowns the Hills, and the arms 
of Ether Alls, 

Tn the glory of its loneliness — a presence as of 

lurKf. ^ 
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AntJ it looks up in JXe aven’s faoo with all a Virgin's 
trusting grace : 

So the Maiden walkt on Purity’s white height. 

But the Snow will blush for bliss, at the red Dawn’s 
fervent kiss , 

And fall from its high throne, and lose tho 
brightness Trom its brow; 

And be trodden on the highways, and be trampled 
in the byways ■ 

So the Maiden's life is stain’d and trampled now. 


EIGHTEEN HUNDRED AND FORTY-EIGHT. 

People of England, rouse yo from your dreaming 1 

Sinew your souls for Freedom’s glorious leap 
Look to the Future, where our day-spring ’h gloam- 
ing : 

Lo f a pulse stirs that never more shall sleep 
In the world’s heart. Men's eyes flash wide with 
wonder r 

The Robbers tremble in their mightiest tower, 
Strange words roll o’er their souls with wheels of 
thunder, 

The leaves iroin Royalty’s tree fall hour by 
hour, — 

Earthquakes leap in our TempUs, crumbling 
Throne and Power. 

Vampyrcs have drain’d tho human heart’s best 
blood, . 

Kings robb’d, and Priests have curst us in God s 
name : 

Out in the midnight of the Past we’ve stood — 

\Yhile fiends of darkness plied their hellish game. 
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Wo have becii worshipping a gilded crown, 

Which drew liea\en e lightning-laughter on our 
head ; 

Chains foil on us as wo were bowing down ; 

Wo doom'd our (Jods divine, but lo ! instead — 
They are but painted clay, — with inorn the 
charm lias fled ! 

• 

And this is merry England, — cradling-place 
Of souls self-deified and glory-crown VI! 

Whore smiles made splendor in the Peasant's face. 
And Justice reign d — lier awful eyes close- 
bound ! 

Where Toil with open brow went on light-horn ted, 
And twain in love Law never thrust apart? * 
liow is the glory of our life departed 

From us, who sit and nurse our bleeding smart ; 
And slink, afraid to break the laws that break 
the heart ! 

ITusht 1 n l/l io Tierald on the walls of fame. 
Trumping thh, People as their Country’s pride ; 
Weep rather, with your souls on fire with shame : 

See ye not how the palaeed knaves deride 
Us flatter’d fools i how priestcraft, strong and 
stealthy, 

Stabs at our freedom through its veil of night. 
And grinds the poor to liusli its coffers wealthy? 
Hear how the land groans in the grip of Might, 
Then your cup of Wrongs, and laud a 

.Briton's ‘‘ Bight.” 

There’s not a spot in all this flowery land. 

Where Tyranny's cursed brand-mark has not 
been : 

O f were it not for its nil-blasting hand, 

Bear Christ, what a sweet heaven this might 
have been ! 

5 
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lias it not hunted forth our spirits brave,— 

Kill’d the rod rose of health -which crown’d our 
daughters, 

Wedded our living hopes unto the grave, — 

Filled happy homes with strife, the world with 
slaughters, ■ 

And turn’d our thoughts to blood — to gall, the 
heart’s sweet waters? 

Where is the Spirit of our ancient Sires ? 

Who, bleeding, wrung their Kights from tyran- 
nies olden, 

God-spirits have been here, for Freedom fires 

From out their ashes, to ear th's heart cnfoldon ; 

The mighty dead lie slumbering around, — 

Whoso names thrill thro’ us as Gods wero in the 
air ; 

Life leaps from where their dust makes holy ground : 
Their derds spring forth in glory, — li'O all- 
where, — 

But we are traitors to the trust they bade us bear. 

Go forth, when Night is huslit, end heaven is <*loth£d 
With smiling stars that in God\s presence roll, 

Feel the stirr'd spirit leap to them betrothed, 

As Angel-wings weie fuming in the soul ; 

Feel the not tears flood in the eyes upturning. 

The tide ol goodness heave its brightest v\.i\cs, — 

Then suddenly crush the grand and Godward 
yearning 

With the mad thought that ye are bounden 
slaves ! 

.0 ! how long willyo make jour hearts its living 
graves ? 

Immortal Liberty ! wo see thee stand 

Like Morn ^ust stept from heaven upon a mountain 

With beautiful foot, and blessing-lad^n hand, 

And heart that welleth Love’s most living foun- 
tain ! 
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O ! wheti wilt thou string on the Poople’s lyre 
Joy’s broken chords And on the People s brow 
Set Empiic’s < rown V Light up thy bcaeon-fno 
Within then* heaits, with an undying glow; 

Nor give us blood for milk, us men are drunk 
with now ? 

Curst, curst be war. the World’s most fatal glory ’ 
Ye wakening nations, burst its guilty thrall f 
Time waits with outstutcht hand to shroud the 
gory 

Grim glaive of Stufo behind Oblivion's pall. 

The Tyrant laughs at s woids, the cannon » rattle 
Thunders no terror on his murderous soul 
Thought, Mind, must conquer Might, and in this 
battle 

The Wairior's cuirass, or the Sophist’s stole. 
Shall blunt no lance of light, no onset backward 
roll. 

Old PooK f qi ub of a goltltn age, 

When earth was guiltless, — Gods the guests of 
men. 

Ere sin had dnmn M the heart’s illumined page, — 
And kinai- voices say ’twill coino again. 

O r happy ago ’ whm Love shall rule the heart. 
And time to live Mhall be the poor man’s doiur, 
When M utyis blood no more, nor exiles smait — 
Mind is the only di idun of powei — 

People, it ripi iis now ! awake r and strike the 
lioui 

Hearts, high and mighty, gather in our cause 
Bless, bliss, (> God, and crown their earnest labor, 
Who dauntless Jjght to w in us equal laws, 

With mentii armor, and with spirit-sabre! 
Bless, bless, O God f the proud intelligence, 

That like a sun dawns \ni the People’s forehead, — 
Humanity springs from them like meonse, 
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The future bursts upon thorn, boundless star- 
ried, — 

They weep repentant tears, that they so long 
lia\o tan led. 


THE PATRIOT. 

* • 

Ay, Tyrants, build your Rubels * forgo your fet- 
ters ! link your chains 1 

As brims jour guilt-cup fuller, ours of grief ebbs 
to tho drains ; 

Still, as on C briefs brow, crowns of thorn for 
Freedom’s Martyrs twine ; 

Still batten on live hearts, and madden, o’er the 
hot blood-wme 

Murder men {-.looping, or awake, — tortaie them 
dumb with pam, 

And tear, with hands all bloody red. Mind’s 
jewels from tho brain » 

Your feet are on us, Tyrants — strike f and hush 
Earth’s wail of sorrow . 

Your sword of power, so red to-day, shall kiss the 
dust to-morrow 

O * but ’twill bo a merry day, the woild shall set 
apart, 

When Stidb’s last band is broken in tho last 
crown'd Tyrant’s heart 1 

And it shall < oine, — despite of Itille, Rope, and 
Rack, and Scaffold, 

Onco more we lift the earnest brow, and battle on 
unbafflod. 


Our hopes ran mountains high, we sang at heart, 
wept tfears of gladness, 

Whw BSttQ g, the bravely beautiful, dasht down 
fptred madness ; 
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And Hungary her one-hearted race of mighty he- 
roes hurl'd 

In the death-gap of the nations, as a bulwark for 
tlio •world. 

O Hungaiy ! gallant Hungary ! grand and glorious 
thou wort, 

The World’s soul feeding, like a river, gushing 
from God’s heart ; 

And Home, — w Uo, w hile her Heroes bled, felt her 
old breast lna\e higher, * 

How her eyes riddenM ■with the flash of all their 
Homan fire f 

Mothers of children, who shall live the Gods of fu- 
ture story 1 

Your blood shall blossom from the dust, and crown 
the world with glory. 

Ye’ll tread them down yet ? curse apd crown, Czar, 
Kaiser, King, and shrse, 

And Freedom shall be sovran in the courts of fool 
and knave. 

Wail for the hopes that Imve gone down! the 
young life mainly spilt 1 

Th 5 iStorn.il Murder still sits crown’d, and throned 
in damning guilt : 

Still in God’s golden sun the Tyrant’s bloody ban- 
ners hum, 

And Priists, — llell’s midnight 'Flings 1 — to their 
so ul -strangling work return 1 

See how the oppressors of the poor with serpents 
hunt our blood ; 

HearMrom the dark, the groan and curse go mad- 
dening up to God. 

They kill and trample us poor worms, till earth is 
dead me n’s dust , 

Heath’s red tooth daily drains our hearts, but end, 
ay, end it must. 

The herald of our coming Christ leaps in the womb 
of Time ; 
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The poor’s grand army treads the Age’s march with 
M step sublime, 

Oum is the mighty future 1 and what marvel,* 
biotlier men, 

If the devoured of ages should turn devourers then? ' 


0 ! brothers of the bounding heart, I look thto** 

tears and smile, 

Our land is rifo with sounds of fetter snapping 
’neath tHo file ; ^ 

1 lay my hand on England’s heart, and in each 4 

life-throb mark, 

The pealing thought of Freedom ring its Tocsin in 
the dark. 

I see the Toiler hath become a glorious Christ-like 
preacher, 

And, as he wins a crust, stands proudly forth, the 
great world- tea ohor ; 

Ho still toils on, but, Tyrants, J tis a mighty thing 
when slaves. 

“Who delve their lives into ihoir work, know that 
they delve your graves. 

Anarchs ! your doom comes sw i fily ' hravO and 
eagle spirits cliinb, 

To ring Oppression’s death-knell from the old 
wateh -towers of time ; 

A spirit of Cromwollian might is stirring at this 
hour, 

And thought is burning in men’s eyes with mpre 
than spccchful power. 


Old England, cease the mummer’s part 1 wake, 
Starveling, Serf, and Slave f 

House in tho majesty of wrong, groat kindred of the' 
brave ! 

Speak, and the world shall answer, with her voices 
myriad-fold, 

And men, like Qods, shall grapple with the giant- 
wrongs of old* 


*:3 



A L6VER*S fan<?y 

Now, Mothers of the people, give your bal>cs hereto 4 
milk ; 

Y Sires, soul your sorts to daring deeds, no more soft 
words of silk ; 

Great spirits of tho mighty dead take shape, and 
walk our inmd, 

Thoir glory smites our upward look, wo seem no 
longer blind ; 

They tell us haw they bioko their bonds, and whis- 
per, So may ye,” * 

Ono sharp, stern struggle, and tho slaves of cen- 
turies are free 1 

The people’s heart, with pulse like cannon, panteth 
for the fray. 

And, brotlicis, gallant brothers, we’ll bo with you 
in that day. 


A LOVER’S FANCY. 

Sweet Heaven 1 I do love a maiden. 
Radiant, raio, and beauty -laden : 

When she’s near me, heaven is round me, 
Her dear presence doth so hound me ! 

I could wring my heart oi gladness, 

Might it free her lot of sadness ' 

Give tho woild, and all that’s in it, 

Just to press her hand a minute 1 
Yet she w of toth not 1 love her ; 

Nover dure T tell the sweet 
Tale, but to tho stars above her, 

And the llowei & that kiss her feet. 

0 i to live and linger near her, 

And in tearful moments cheer her ! 

1 could lie a bird to lighten 

Her dear heart, — her sweot eyes brighten : 
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Or ia fragrancfo, like a blossom, 
Give my life up on her bosom t 
Fop my love's withotiten measure, 
Ail its pangs are sweetest pleasure ; 
Yet she woetefch not I love her ; 

Never dare I tell the sweet • 
Tale, but to the stars above her. 
And tlio flowers that kiss her foot* 


SONG. 

Alii glorious os a Rainbow’s birth. 

She came in Spring-tide’s golden hours ; 
When Heaven went hand-iu-nand with Earth, 
And May was crown’d with buds and flowers 
The mounting devil at my heart 
Clomb faintlier, as my lifo did win 
The charmed heaven’, she wrought apart. 

To wake its slumbering Angel in ! 

W itli radiant mien she trodo serene. 

And past me smiling bv ! 

O ! who that lookt could chance but love * 

Not I, swoet soul, not I. 

Her budding breasts, like fragrant fruit, 

Peer’d out, a yearning to be prest : 

Her v>icc shook all my heart's red root ! 

Yet might not break a babe’s soft rest 1 
Her being mingled into mine, 

As breath ofllowcrs doth mix and molt. 

And on her lips the honoy-winc 
Was royal-rich as spikenard spilt ; 

*Witb love a-gusli, like water-brooks, 

Her heart smiled in her eye ; 

O ! who that lookt could chance but lo\o ? 

Not I, sweet soul, not I. 



IT WILt END IW IDE EIGHT. 

The dewy eyelids of the Dawn 
Ne’er oped such boavou as hers can show : 
O Love ! such eyes have sorely shone 
As jewels in some starry brow ! 

Her brow flashi glory like a shrine, 

Or lily -bell with sunburst bright ; 

Where came and went love-thoughts divine, 
As low winds walk the leaves in light : 
She vi ore her beauty with tbo grace 
Of Summer’s star-clad sky ; • 

0 ? who that lookt could chance but love ? 
Not 1, sweet soul, not I. 


IT WILL ENJ) IN THE RIGHT. 

Never despair 1 O, nry I5i other in sorrow! 

1 know that our mourning is ended not. Yet, 

Shall the vanquisht to-day oc the victors to-mor- 
row. 

Our feiar shall shino on when tho Tyrant’s sun ’s 
set. 

Hold on ! tho’ they spurn thee, for whom thou art 
living 

A life only cheer’d by the lamp of its love : 

Hold on 1 Fieedom’s hope to tho bounden ones giv- 
mg : 

Green spots in tho waste wait the worn bpmt- 
dove; 

Hold on, — still hold on, — in the world's despite, 

Nurse the laith m thy heart, keep tho lamp of God 
bright, 

And, my life for thine ! it shall end in the Right. 

What, tho’ tho Martvis and Prophets have perisht? 

The Angel of Life rolls tho stone fiom their 
graves : 
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Immortal ’s the love, and the freedom thoy cherish t f 
Their Faith's Triumph-cry stirs the spirits of 
, slaves I 

Thoy aro gone, — but a Glory is left in our life, 
Liko the day-god’s last kiss on the darkness of 
Even — 

Gone down on the desolate seas of their strife, 

To climb as star-beacons up Liberty ’s heaven. 

Ilold on, — still hold on, — in the world’s despite. 

Nurse the faith* in thy Jheait, keep the lamp of God 
blight, 

And, my life for thme ! it shall end in the Right. 

Think of the Wrongs that have ground us forages, 
Think of the Wrongs wo have still to endure! 

Think of our blood, red on History's pages; 

Then work, th.it our reck’mng be speedy and sure. 

Slaves, cry unto God ! but be our God reveal’d 
In our lives, in our works, in our w arlaio for man ; 

And bearing — or home upon — Y r n tory’s shield. 
Let us tight hattle-hauuss'd, and tall in the van. 

Hold on, — still hold on, — in the world's despite. 

Nurse the faith m thy h<*ai t, keep the lamp of God 
bright,- 

And, my life lor thine ! it shall end in the Right. 


GOD’S WORLD IS WORTHY BETTER MEN. 

Bi?hold ! an idle tale thoy tell, 

u:\nd who shall blain j tluir telling it* 

The rogues have got their cant to sell, 

The world pa^s well for selling it ! 

They say tho world’s a desoit drear, — 

Still plagued with Egypt's blindness ! 

That we were sent to flutter here, — 

What ! by a God of kindness i 



god’s woru> is worthy BETTER MEN". 

That since tlio world has gone astray, 

It must be so for ever. 

And wo should stand still, and obey 
Its Desolators. Never 1 
We U labor for the better time, 

With all our might of Press and Pen ; 
BOieve me, ’tis a truth sublime, 

God's world is worthy better men. 

With Paradise the world began, » 

A world of love and gladness • 

Its beauty may bo marr d by man 
With all liis crime and madness. 

Yet ’tis a brave world still. Dove brings 
A sunshine for the dreary : 

With all our strife, sweet Best hath wings 
To fold o’er hearts a-weary. 

The Sun in gloiv, like a God, 

To-diy eli mbs up heaven’s bosom, 

The flowers upon the jewellM sod 
Fn sweet love-kssons blossom. 

As radiant of immortal youth 
And heautv , as in Eden ; then 
Belic\e me, ’tis a noble truth, 

God’s world is worthy better men. 

O 1 they are hold, knaves over-bold. 

Who say we are doom'd to anguish : 
That monin God's own image soul'd. 

Like hell-bound slaves, must languish. 
Probo Nature’s hoart to its rod core. 
There's more of good than evil ; 

And man, down-trampled man, is rnoro 
Of Angel than of Devil. 

Prepare to die? Prepare to lice} 

We know not what is living : 

And lot us for tho world’s good give, 

As God is ever giving. 
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OLD ENGLAND. 


Give Action, Thought, Love, Wealth and Time, 
To win the primal age again ; 

Believe mo, ’tin a truth sublime, 

God’s world is worthy bettor men. 


OLD ENGLAND. 

«9 

There she aits in lior Island-home, 

Peerless among her Peers * 

And Humanity oft to her arms dotli come, 

To case its poor heart uf tearH 
Old England si ill throbs with the muffled fire 
Of a Past she can ne\er forge t 
And again shall she banner tin* World up higher; 
For there's life in the Old Land jet. 

They would mock at her now, who of old lookt 
forth 

In their fear, as they heard her afar ; 

But loud will your wail be, O kings of the Earth ! 

When the Old Land goes down fo the war. 
The Avalanehc trembles, lialf-lauiicht, and half- 
men, 

Her voice will in motion set * 

O ring out the tidings, ye Winds of heaven ! 
There's life in the Old Land yet. 

The old nursing Mother's not hoary yet. 

Then* is sap in her Savon trie ; — 

Lo 1 She lifteth a bo&oui of glorj yet, 

Thro’ her mists, to the Sun and the Sea.* 
Fair as the QdOcn of Love, fiesh from the foam, 

Or u St&r in a dark cloud set ; 

Ye may blazen her shame, — ye may leap at her 
name, — 

But there’s life in the Old Land yet. 
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p pootf Ican’s wife. 

Let the storm burst, it 'will find the Old Land 
Ready-ripe for a rough, red iray f 
She will fight as she fought n heri she took her stand, 
r the Right in the olden day. 

Ay, rdUSo the old royal soul, Europe's best hope 
Is her sword-edge by Victory s rt t ! 

She shall dash Freedom's foes ado w n Death’s bloody 
slope ; 

For there’s life in the Old Land yet 


A POOR M \N\S A\ FFE. 

Her dainty liand mstled in mine, rich and wlnto, 
And timid as trembling do\e; 

And it twiukh d about me, a jewel of light, 

As she gai nislit o ir feast of lo\e . 

’Twas the qucenlii st liand in all lady-land. 

And she was a poor Man’s wife r 
O 1 hut little ye’d thmk how that wee, white hand 
Could dare in the battle of Life. 

Her heart it was lowly as miiden’s might be, 

But hath climb’d to hiroic height, 

And bunt'd like a shield m deh nee of me. 

On the sorest held of fight 1 
And startling as fire, it hath often flashfc up 
In her e^ts, the good heart and rare 1 
As she diank down her half of our bitterest cup, 
And taught me liow to boar. 

Her sweet 03 es th.it seem'd w ith their smile sublime, 
Made to look me and light me to hea\en, 

They have triumph’d tin o' hitter tears many a time. 
Since their love to my life was given : 

And the maiden-meek voice of the womanly Wife 
Still bringeth the heaxons nigher ; 

For it rings like the voice of God over my life, 

Aye bidding me climb up liighor. 
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I hardly dared think it was human, when 
I first lookt in her yearning face ; 

For it shone us the heavens had open’d then, 

And clad it with glory and grace ! 

But dearer its light of healing grew 
In our dark and desolate day. 

As the Rainbow, when heav'n hath no break of 
blue, 

Smileth the storm away. 

0 ! her shape* was the lithest Loveliness, — 

Just an armful of heav’n to enfold * 

But the form that beuds flowvr-like in love’s caress, 
With the Vic tor's strength is soul d * 

In her worshipful presence transfigur'd I stand, 
And the poor Man’s English home 
She lights with the Beauty of Greece tho grand. 
And the glory of regalicbt Rome. 


LINES INSC RIBED TO THE REV. F. D. 

M AURIC ’E. 

God bless you, Bravr One, in our dearth , 
Your liie shall Vavc a trailing glory ; 

And round the poor Man's homily hearth 
We proudly tell your Bufferiiig'b story. 

All Saviour-souls have sacrificed, 

With nought but noble faith for guerdon ; 

And ero the world hath crown'd the Christ, 
The man to death hath borne the burden 1 

The broke the glass that brought 

The heavens nearer, saith the legend ! 

Even so the Bigots welcome aught 

That makes our vision starrier -region ’d ! 



LOVE. 
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They lay their Corner-stones in dark 
Deep 'waters, who up4>uild in beauty, 
On Earth’s old heart, their Triumph- Are 
That crowns with glory lives of duty. 


And meekly Btill the Martyrs go 

To keep w ith Pain their solemn bridal ! 

And still they walk the lire who bow 
Not down to worship Custom's idol. 

In lieiiest forge of martyrdom, 

Tlieir swords of soul must weld and brighten . 
Tear-bathc d , from hem st furnace, como 
Their lives, hero lo-ti in pei cd — Titan ! 


And hcart-stiings s\\e< test music make 
When swept by built ring’s fiery fingeis f 
And tlno’ soul-shadows starmst break 
The gloiics on Cod s brave light-biingers. 

Take hcirt 1 tho' sown m ttais and blood, 

2So seed that's quick with love, hath periblit, 
Tho’ droj)t m hail* n hyewaye* — Cod 

borne glonous flower of life hath clierislit 


Take ht irt , the rude dust dirk To-dxy, 
Soars a m w -lighted sphere To-morrow ! 
And wings of splendor burst tin* clay 

That clasps us in Death's fiuitful*‘furrow r . 


LOVE 

O Love ’ Love * I^qv© l f 
Ittf glory smites our gloomy 
And Ilower-like flusht w ith lile, the heart 
Doth burgeon into bloom f 
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▲ sosra IN T&B CITY. 


Sweet as the sunshine’s golden kiss. 

That crownd the world anew : 

Sweet as in Roses’ hearts of bliss, 

Soft, summer-dark, drops dew. 

O Love ! Love ! Love ! 

May make tlio bra\e heart aelie ; 

Pulso out its la\ ish life, and leave 
It, mournfully to break ! 

But O hot/ exquisite it starts 

The thoughts that boo-like cling. 

To drain the hono\ from your hcaits. 

And leu\o a bleeding sting ! 

O Love ! TiOvc ! Lo^e ! 

Its \ery pain endears ! 

And e\ery wail and weeping brings 
Some blessing on our tears f 
Love makes cur darkest days, sweet dove ! 

In golden Suns go down, 

And still we’ll clutho our hearts with lo\e, 
And crown us with Lo\e’s crown. 


A SONG IN TliE CITIf. 

Coining the heart, brain, and sinew, to gold, 

Till we sink m the dark, on the pauper’s dole, 
Feeling for over the ilowerloss mould, 

Growing about the uncrowned soul 1 
O, God! O, flod ! must this evermore ho 
Thd lot Of tho Children of Poverty ? 

TJy5«8pring is calling from brao and bower, 
|rij& the twinkling sheen of the sunny hour, 

® f§jj8»rth smiles in her golden green ; 
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Glad as the bird in the tree-top chanting 
Its anthem of Liberty ; 

With its heart in its musical gratitude panting, 
And O, ’tis a bliss to be ! 

Once more to drink in the lifo-brcathing air, 

Lapt in luxurious flowers — 

To recall again the pleasures that were 
In In fancy's innocent hours — 

To wash the earth-stains and tho dust from my soul, 
Iu nature’s reviving tears, once more ; 

To feast at her banquet, and drink from her bowl 
Kieh dew, for the heart’s hot core. 

Ah m<^! ah me 1 it is heavenly then, 

And hints of the spirit-world, near alway, 

Are stirring, and stirred, at iny heart again, 

Like haves to the kiss of May : 

It is out a dream, yet 'lis passing sweet, 

And when from it spells my spirit is waking, 
Lark is 1113 heart, and the wild tears start; 

For 1 was noi made merely ior money-making. 

My soul leanoth out, to the whisperings 

Of the mighty, the marvellous spirits of old ; 
And heavenward soareth to strengthen her wings. 
When Labor relapscth its earthly hold; 

And bieathless with avvfullest 1 # auty — it listens, 
To catch the Night’s deep, starry mystery ; 

Or in mino eyes, dissolved, glistens, 

Big, for the moan of Humanity. 

Much that is wiitten within its chamber, 

Much that is shrined in the mind’s living amber. 
Much of this thought of mine,— 

There's music below T , in the glistering leaves, 
Thero’s music above, and heaven's blue bosotfe 
hrav <»s „ £ 

The silvery cloud** botw oen ; \ 

The boughs of the woodland aro noddfttg in play, 
And wooingly beckon ruy spirit away — 
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A SOtfO^Ot <^TY. 

I he^r tbe dreamy hum 

Of bees in the lime-tree, end birds on the sprays 

And they, too, are calling my thinking away ; v 
But T cannot — cannot come. 

Vis ion o f verdant and heart-cooling plaeoB 

Wflnteal on my soul like a golden spring-rain ; 
the lost light of bra\c, vanislit faces, 
all iny life blossoms with beauty again. 

But O, for a glimpse ol the flower-laden Morning* 
That make? the heart leap up, and knock at 
heaven’s door ! 

O for the gram lane, the green field, the green 
wood, • 

To take in, by heart fills, their greenness once 
more 1 

How I y«Mrn to lie down in the lush-flow or "d mea- 
dows, 

And nestle in loaves, and tho sleep of the shadows, 
Where v iolots in the eool gloom areawaking. 

There, let my soul buist from its cavern of clay. 

To float down the warm spring, au.iy and aw.i) 1 
For 1 was *ot maoe Mtitria ton monm -jmakjaq* 


At my wearisome task T often times turn, 

From iny bride, and my nionitre^s, Duty, 
Forgetting tho strife, and the wiestle of lile, 

To talk with the spirit of beauty. 

The multitude’s hum, and the < Linking of gold. 
Grow hush as tho dying of day, 

For on wings, pulsing music, with joy untold. 
My heait is ’up ana away ! 
f fain would struggle and give to birth ; 

For I would not pass away from earth, 

And make no sign ' 

Fyoam to utter, what might live on, 

In the world’s heart, when I ant gone. 

I would not plod on, liko these slaves of gold, 
Who shut up their souls in a dusky cave : 

I would see the world better, and nobler-soul’d. 
Ere I dream of heaven in my gieen turf-grayo. 
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I may toil till my life is filled with dreariness, 
Toil till my heart is a wreck In its weariness, 
Toil for o\rr, for tear-steept bread. 

Till I go down to the silent dead* 

But, by this yearning, this hoping, this aching, 

I WAS JsOT MADE MERELY 10R MON^\ “MAKENO. 


A WELCOME TO LOLLS KOSSUTH. 

Ho f Pitnotn of old England, wake ? 

And join ye he»u t and band, 

To welcome him for Fi eedom’s sake 
Within our latluahmd ’ 
lie needs no proud triumphal arch, 

Nor banners on the w ind : 

In hearts that beat liis triumph-march, 
Our Kossuth's hth) shrine a * 

We lmi't him here, we greet him here — 
With Tjo\o v s w ide arms caress him r 
And Kings have no such welcome dear, 
As Kossuth hath : God bfrss him. 

lie rose like Freedom's morning star, 
Wheie all was darkling, dim — 

We saw liis glory from anirj 
And fought in soul for him ! 

Bri\e Vic tor ! how liis radiant brow 
King’d Fieedoin’s host like Saul ! 

And in his crown of sorrow now 
He’s royaliest heart of all. 

Wo meet him hero, we greet hfasr hfcrc — 
With Love’s wide arms caress him ! 
And Kings have no such welcome dear, 
As Kossuth hath : God bless him. 
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a WEttoME to" poxrm &osnvTK. 

Ay, English hearts thro’ proud tuarB gush 
With ftlory at his name — 

Whose brave doeds made the roused blood rush. 
Along our veins like flame : 

Wc cheer’d him thro* his hero-Btrife — 

And, in his presence met, 

We’ll sliou the world that noble life 
Lives in Old England yet r 
We meet him hero, wo greet him here- 
with Ixrvb’s wide arm* caress him ! 

And Kings have no such welcome dear, 

* As Kossutli hath . God bless bun . 

Ho. comcth dim with glorious dust, 

From out his wrestling ring 
Hut, blessings — praisi s — deathless trust — 
Like armies round him < ling 1 
And Freedom luns liei radiant lound, 

Tho’ clouds shut out the sky ; 

And soon the Woild's gieat heart shall bound, 
To Kossuth’s conquering cry. 

Wo meet him here, we greet him hero — 

With Lo\e's wide arms caress him * 

And Kings ha\e no such welcome dear. 

As Kossuth hath : God bless him. 

His Hungary billows o’er with graves 
Of Martyr’s not in vain : 

See what a ripening harvest wa\es 
Its fruit of that rod rain ! 

Again his flaming sword shall glare 
The Despots’ splendor dim . 

And palsy strike the arm that dare 
! Not strike a blow for him 1 

We meet him here, wo greet him here — 

With Love’s wide arms caress him 1 
And Kings have no such welcome dear. 

As Kossuth hath : God bless bun . 
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QJSWAiti J&0 * 

Bing out, <&ult, and clap your hands, 
Free Mon and Women brave — 

Shout, Britain ! shako the startled lands, 
And free the boundon Slave ! 

Conic* forth, make merry in the sun, 

And give him welcome due ; 

Heroic hearts have crown’d him one 
Of Earth’s Immortal tew ' 

We meet him here, we greet him here — 
With Love’s wide arms caress him \ 
And Kings have no such welcome dear, 
As Kossuth hath * God bless him . 


ONWARD AND SUNWARD. 

Teft wa the song of the beautiful Stars, 

As grandly they glide on their blue way above 
us. 

Looking, despite of our spirit’s sin-scars, 

Down on us tenderly, yearning to love us ! 
This is the song m their work-worship sung, 

Down thro' the world-jowellod unhorse rung : 
i( Onward for evoiS for evermore onward,” 

And ever they open their loving eyes Sunward. 

“ Onward,” shouts Earth, with her myriad voices 
Of music, aye answering the song of the 
Seven, 

As like a wing’d child of God’s lovo she rejoices, 
Swinging her censor of glory rfi heaven. 

And lo, it is writ by the finger of God, 

In sunbeams and flowers on the lue-groen sod : 
Onward for ever, for evermore onward, 

And over she tumeth all trustfully Sunward. 
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A MAIDHN’g SONG* 

The mightiest souls of all time hover o’er us, 

'Who labor'd like Godb among men, and have 
gone 

Like great bursts of sun on the dark way before us: 
They’re with Ub, still with us, our battle fight 
on, 

oking down victor-brow’d, from the glory- 
crown ’d hill 
They beckon, and beacon us, on, onward still : 

Ana the true heart's aspirings are onward, still on- 
ward : 

It turns to the Future, as earth tumeth Sunward. 


A MAIDEN'S SONG. 

I love ! and Love hath given mo 
Sweet thoughts to God akin : 

And oped a living Paradise 

My heart of hearts within : 

0 from this Eden of my life 

God keep the Serpent Sin ! 

1 love ! and into angel-land 

With starry glimpses poor ! 

I drink in beauty like heaven- wine, 
Wh$n One ib smiling near ! 

And th$teta a Rainbow round my soul 
Fear avety falling tear. 

Dear God in hcavon f keep without stain 
My bosom’s brooding Dovo : 

O clothe it moot for angel arms, 

And give it place above 9 
For there is nothing from the world 
I yearn to take, but Love. 




"V THBUK's »JtA»fa OF 
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THERE’S NO DEARTH OP KIN^ESS. 

Tromn’s no dearth of kindness 
In tliis world of ours ; 

Only in our blindness 

We gather thorns for flowors ! 

• Outward, wo are spurning — 
Trampling one another!* 

While we aro iuly yearning 
At tho name of “ Brother ! 

There’s no dearth of kindness 
Or love among mankind, 

But in darkling loneness 
* Hooded hearts grow blind ! 

Full of kiiulnc&s tingling, 

Soul is shut from soul, 

When they, might be mingling 
In one kindred whole ! 

There’s no dearth of kindness, 

Tho’ it be unspoken, 

From the heart it huildeth 
Rainbow-smiles in token — 

That there be none s > lowly. 

But have some angel-touch * 

Yet, nurBing loves unholy, 

We live fSr self too upicli ! 

As tho wild-roae*I$oweth , 

As runs the happy river. 

Kindness freely ftoweth 
In the heart for ever. 

But if men will hanker * 

Ever for golden dust, 

Kingliest hearts will canker, 

Brightest spirits rust. 
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A LYRIC Ot LOVE. 


There’s no dearth of kindness 
In this ^roild of orbs ; * 

Only in our blindness 

We gather thorns for do wore ! 
O cherish God’s best giving, 
Falling from above ! 

Life wore not worth living, 

Wore it not for Love. 


A LYRIC OF LOVE. 

The Lark that nestles nearest earth, 

To Heaven’s gate nighest sings ; 

And loving thee, my lowly life 

Both mount on Lark-liko wings 1 
Thine eyes are starry promises 
And affluent above 
All measure in its blessing, is 
The largess of thy love. 

Merry as laughter ’mong the hills, 
Spring dances at my hoart 1 
And at my wooing, Nature’s soul 
Into her face will start ! 

The Queon-moon, in her starry bower, 
Looks happier for our love ; 

A dewier splendor fills the flower, 

And mellowor coos tho Dove. 

* 

My heart may sometimes blind mine eyes 
With iittoranco of tears. 

But feels no pang for tlioo, Bclov’d r 
Bui aft the more endears 
And if life comes with cross and caio 
Unknown in years of yore, 

I know thou’lt half the burthen bear. 
And I am strong once more. 
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Tin$ 

Ah l now I see my life was shorn, 

That, life tho fcarert-biook 
When leaves are shed, my darkling soul 
Up in heaven’s face might look 1 
And blessings on the storm that gavo 
Me haven on thy breast, 

Where life hath climaxt like a wave 
That breaks in perfect rest. 


THE FAMINE-SMITTEN. 

In the tears of tho Morning — 

Tho smilcB of the snn, 

Tho green Earth’s adorning 
Told spring had begun ’ 

Warm woods donn’d their beauty, wrought 
Through long still nights. 

And musical breo/es brought 
Flowery dolights 
The humming leaves flash t 

Rich in light, with sweet sound. 

And the glad waters dasht 

Their starry spray round f 
The woodbines up-climbing. 

Laugh t out, pinh-and-golden. 

And bees made sweet chiming 
In rosea half-folden 
But where was that infant-band. 

Wont in spring weather 
To wander forth, hand-in-hand, 

Violets to gather 1 
Ah misery * they slept. 

The dear blossoms of love ! 

Where the green branches wept, 

And tho grass crept above ; 



THE FAMLtfBH&HITTEN. 


Melodious gladness 

Throbo’d thro’ the rioh air, 

But the anguish of madness 
Rent $>verty’s lair ; 

For Famine had smitten 
Its pride of life low. 

And agony w ritten 

On heart and on brow. 

Sweet from the houghs the birds 
Sang in their mirth. 

The lark messaged heavenwards, 
Blessingsdrou* earth — 

But I turn’d where our gentle Lord’s 
Loves lay in dearth. 

They heard not, nor hooded, 

The sounds of life o’er them ! 

They foit not, nor needed, 

The hot tears swept for them ! 

But earth-flowers were springing 
O’er human flowers’ grave, 

And, O God 1 what heart- wringing 
Their tender looks gave ! 

Thoy died! died of hunger — 

By bitter want blasted 1 
While wealth for the Wronger 
llan over un tasted — 

While Pemp, in joy’s rosy bow’rs, 
Wasted life’s measure, 

Chiding the lagging hours, 

Wearied or pleasure ! 

They died ! while* men hoarded 
The free gifts of God • 

They died ! ’tis recorded 
In letters of blood. 

Yet the corn on the lulls 

Waves its showery-gold crown ; 
Still Nature’s lap fills 

With the good heaven drops down. 



Otfft FATHERS AK£ FRAtlHG FOR PAUPER-PAY, 9l» 

O ! this world might be lighted 
With Rdcn’sift&t smile — 
Angel-haunted — unblighted, 4 

With freedom for Toll : 

Bat they wring out our blood 
For tbeir banquet of gold ! 

They annul laws of God, 

Soul and body are Bold ! 

Hark now ! hall and palace f 

King out, dome and rafter! » 

Ay, laugh on, ye callous! 

In Hell there’ll bo laughter : 

But tremble, hell-makers ; 

The shorn among men — 

The world’s imago-breakers 
Grow mighty again ; 

There be stem times a- coming. 

The dark days of reck’mng, 

The storms are up-looming — 

The Nemesis wak’ning ! 

On heaven, blood shall call. 

Earth quake with i»ent thunder, 
And shackle and thrall 

Shall be riven asunder. 

It will come, if shall conic, 

Impede it what may : 

Up, People ! and welcome 
Your glorious day. 


OUR FATHERS ARE PRAYING FOR 
PAUPER-PAY. 

Sotttev stones will talk with fiery tongues. 

And the worm, when trodden, will turn ; 

But, Cowards, ye cringe* to the cruellest wrongs, 
And answer with never a spurn. 



02 OUR FATHERS ARE FRAYING FOR FAUFER-FAY, 

Then torture, O Tyrants, tlio spiritless drove, 

Old England’s Helots will bear . * « 

There's no hell in their hatred, no God in their 
love, 

Nor shame in their dearth’s despair. 

For our Fathers are praying for Pauper-pay, 

Our Mothers with Death s kiss are white ; 

Our Sons are the rich man’s Serfs by oay, 

And our Daughters his Slaves by night. 

The Tearless are drunk with our tears . have they 
driven > 

The God of the poor man thad ? 

For wo weary of waiting the help of Heaven, 

And the battle goes still with the bad. 

O but death for death, and life for life, 

It wero better to take and s;ive, 

With hand to throat, and kmfo to knife. 

Than die out us thousands li\e 1 
For our Fathers are praying for Paupei-pay, 

Our Mothers with Death’s kiss are white ; 

Our Sons are the rich man’s Serfs by day. 

And our Daughters his Slaves by night. 

Fearless and few were the Heroes of old, 

Who play’d the peerless part : 

Wc aro iifty-fold, but the gangrene Gold 
Hath eaten out Hampden’s heart. 

With their faces to danger, like freo-mep they 
fought, 

With their daring, all heart and hand: 

And the thunder-deed follow’d the lightning- 
thought, 

When they stood for their own good land, 4 * 
Our Fathers are praying for Pauper-pay, 

Our Mothers with Death's kiss are white f 
Our Sons aro the rich man's Serfs by day, 

And our Daughter his Slaves by night. 



A CRY OF tHE PEOPLES. 
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W hen the heart of ono half the world* doth beat 
Akin to the bravo and the true, 

And the tramp of Democracy’s earthquake feet 
Goes thrilling the wide world through, — 

We should not bo living in darkness and dust. 
And dying like slaves in the night ; 

But, big with the might of the inward “ must 
We should battle for Freedom and Right ! 
For our Fathers are praying for Pauper- pay, 
Our Mothors with Doatlrs kiss are white ; 
Oar Sons are fclio rich man’s Serfs by day, 

And our Daughters his Slaves by night. 


A CRY OF THE PEOPLES. 

Like a strong man in torture, the weary world 
turneth . 

To tdulch Freedom's robe round her slavery’s 
starkness : 

With shame and with shudder, poor Mother ! she 
yearneth 

O’er wrongs that are done in her dearth and her 
’ darkness. 

0 gather thy strength up, and crush the Abhorred, 
Who murder thy poor heart, and drain thy life-* 
springs, — ~ 

And are Crowned to hide the Gain-brand on their 
forehead : 

O let them be last of the Queens and the Bangs ! 

By the lovers and friends we have tenderly cherisht, 
Who made the Cause soar up like flame at their 

. breath, 

Who struggled like Gods mot in tight, and have 
perisht 

In poverty’s battle with grim daily deat&: 
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▲ CRT Of THE PEOPLES. 


O, by all dear ones ihat bitterly plead for vA*~ 

Life-flowers tied up in the heart’s breaking 
strings — 

Sisters tlmt weep for us — mothers that bleed for 
us- 

Let these be last of the Queens and the Kings ! 

Sun and Rain kindle greenly the graves of our 
Martyrs, 

Yc might not tell where tho bravo blood ran like 
rain ! 

But there it burns ever! and heaven’s weeping 
waters 

And branding suns never shall whiten tho stain 1 < 

Remember tho hurtling the Tyrants have wrought 
us, 

And smite till each helm bravely flashes and 
rings T 

Life for life, blood for blood, is the lesson they’ve 
taught us, 

And be these tiie last of the Queens and tho Kings } 

Ho ! weary Nigh twa tell, is there light on the sum- 
mit? 

Yoamer up through the Night, say, is there 
hope ? 

For deeper in darkness than fathom of plummet, 

Our Bark thro’ the tempest doth stagger and 
grope 1 

“ To GodN unforgiven, to caitiff and craven—* 

To Grown and to Sceptre, a cleaving curse clings : 

Ye must fling them from deck, would ye steer into 
♦ haven, 

For Death tracks the last of the Queens and the' 
Kings l ” 



HOPE OH, HOPE EVER. 
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IlOPR ON, HOPE EVER. 

Hope on, hope ever ! though to-day lie dark, 

The sweet sunburst may smile on thee to-morrow . 
Tho* thou art lonely, there’s an eye will mark 
Thy loneliness, and guerdon all thy sorrow ! 
Tlio’ thou must toil ’mong cold and sordid men, 
With none to echo back thy thought, or love 
thee, 

Cheer up, poor heart, tlum dost not beat in sain, 
For God id over all, aud heaven above thee — 
Hope on, hope ever. 

The iron may enter m and pierce thy soul, 

But cannot kill the love within thee burning : 
The tears of misery, thy bitter dole, 

Can. ntvot quench thy true heart's seraph yearn- 
ing 

For better things : nor erush thy ardor’s trust, 
That Error from the mind shall be uprooted, 
That Truths shall dqwn as dowers spring from the 
duBt, 

And Lov e he cherisht where Hate was embrutod ! 
* Hope on, hope ever. 

I know ’tis hard to bear the sneer and taunt, — 
With the heart’s honest pridd at midnight 
wrestle, 

To feel the killing canker-worm of *W ant, 

While rich rogues in their stolon luxury nestle ; 
For 1 have felt it. Yet from Eart&’s cold Real 
My soul looks out on coming thing?, and cheerful 
The warm Sunrise floods all the tana Ideal, 

And still it whispers to the worn and tearful, 
Hope on, hope e\er. 
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the people’s advent. 


Hope on, hops 6V£t*! aft<T darkest night, 

Comes, full of loving life, the laughing Morning ; 
Hope on, hope ever ! Spring-tide, tlusiit with light. 
Aye crowns old Winter with her rich adorning. 
Hope on, hope ever, yet the time shall come, 

When man to man shall be a friend and brother 1 ; 
And this old world shall be a happy home, 

And all earth’s family love one another ! 

Hope on, hope ever. 


TIIE PEOPLE’S ADVENT. 

’Tis coining up the steep of Time, 

And this olu world is grow ing brighter ! 

Wo may not see its dawn sublime, 

Yet high hopes make tho heart throb lighter. 

We may be sleeping in tho ground, 

When it awakes the world in wonder ; 

But we have felt it gathering round, 

And heard its voice ot living thunder. 

’Tis coming ! yes, ’tis coming. 

’Tie coming now, the glorious time. 

Foretold by Seers, and sung in story ; 

For which, when thinking was a crime. 

Souls leapt to heaven from scaffolds gory 1 

They pass’d, nor sec tho work they wrought. 
Now the crown'd hopes of centuries, blossom ! 

But the live lightning of their thought 

And daring deeds, doth pulse Earth’s bosom. 

’Tis coming ! yes, ’tis coming ! 

Creeds, Empires, Systems, rot with ago, 

^ B ut the great People ’s ovor youtlilul 1 

Hfttd it shall write the Future’s page, 

^To our humanity moro truthful ! 



t&Z A$Vl0lT. 


Tho gnarliost heart hath terul^^^liv 
To waken at tho name of 44 ** ’ 

And time comes when bi nx^m^pm^word^ 

We shall not speak to sting each other. * 
^Tis coming * yes, tie coining * 

Out of the lighlv ye firfests, nor dmg 
Your daik, otmabadows on ps longer * 

Aside T thou worwf-wide chfcpe,* call’d JCrng 1 
The People’s step is quicker, fetftonger* 

There’s a Divinity within 

That makes men gieit, whene’efc they will it 
God works with all who dare to m m. 

And the time cometk to reveal it 

Tis coming 1 yes. His coming t 

* Pre^dotn ! tho tyrants kill thy braves , 

Yet iu our memories live the hleopci% 

Apd, tho’ doom’d millions feed the gi mcs, 

Dug bp l>eath‘« fcoice, roddianded 1 capers , 
The WiM shall riot for evoi bow 

Tp things which mock God’s own endeavor , 
’Tie nearer than they wot of now, 

When do wet* shall wreathe the sword for ever. 

’Tb coming 1 yes, ’tis coming 1 


Mmmrmsy 1 Liove s otner name 1 

Dear, heaven-connodfcitig link of Being ! 

Then Shall wo grasp thy golden dream, 

As souls, full-statured, grow far-seeing 
Thou shalt unfold our better pait, 

And m our Life-cup yield moie honey , 

Light up with joy tho poor man’s heart, 

And Love’s own world, with smiles more sunny. 
* ’Tis coming 1 yes, *tb coming • 

it musteomo * Tho tyrant’s throne" v 
^ Xs crumbling, with our hot tears rusted , 



PEAO& 


The Sword ea$th*tJttlghty ha\e leant on 
Is oanfer'd,, wllSc^Mp heart’s blood crusted. 
Room ! fbu the $T Mind make w ay ! 

To robber Rulers, pause no longer , 

Ye o&nnot stay the owning day 

The world rolls on, the light grows stronger,— 
The People’s Advent’s coming ! 


KISSES 

One kiss more, Sweet ! 

Soft as voluptuous wind of the west. * 

Or silkenest surge of thy pur pie- vein* d breast^ * 
Ripe lips all ruddily melting apart, * *■ 

Drink up the honey and wine of my heart l 
* # * 

Ono kiss more, Sw r cot ! 

Warm as a morning sun beam’s deTtfy gold A 
Slips in a red Rose’s fragrantest Ibid, 

Seta its green blood all a-blueh, burning up ^ 
At the fresh feel of life, in its crimson eup ^ 

One kiss more, Sweet ! 

Full as the flush of the dea-waves grand 
Flooding the sheeny fire out of the sand ; 

On all tli© shores of my being let Bliss 
Break with its neap-tide sea m a kiss \ 


PEACE. * 

Yes, Pekoe i* Wtitifal ; and I do yeatot> t ^ < \ 

ijfor her tAftWap the World's poor tortured &$arifer/ 
W^S^&^armth doth brood d*er cpiptn£ 



But peace with thcw) Leviathaftfcj 
Who pirate crimson seas, d 6 W 0 |p| 

<3 ire them the hand of brothefcfEdtojT Whoso fangs 
Are in oar hearts w ith the grim blood~bound’s gfip? 
Woald'st see Peace, idiot~like, with smirk and 
smile, 

A-planting floater# to coronal Truth’s grave ? 

Peace, merry-m&ing round the funeral pyre, 
Where Freedoin /nery-curtained, weds with death ? 
Peace, mirroring hor form by pools of blood, — 
Crooning the Croat m Vienna’s fosse. 

With all swoot influences of thankful eyes, 

Fy* murder of the glorious Burachcnschaft ? * 

PfeaCe with Oppression, which doth tear dear fnodds^ 
Ahd brothers from our side to-day, and comes * 
To oat our hearts and drink our blood to-morrow ? 
Out on’t l it is {he Tyrant’s cunning cant. 

Tin robe of sheen flung o’er its deadly dagg rs, 
Wtifteh start to life, whene’er it hugs to dc ath 
I answer, War ! — war w ith the cause of war, — 
Whr ivith 1>ur misery, want, and wretchedness,™ 
War with oprst Gold, which is an endless war 
On Love, tod God, and our Humanity ! 

Brothers, I bid y$ forth to glorious war ! 

Patch flyleaves o^er the naked truth no more. 

The stream of Time runs red with our best blood * 
Time’s Seed-field we have sown with fratricide, 

And dragon's teeth have sprung, ay, in our hearts. 
0 1 we have fought tod Bled on land and sea, 

Heapt glory's car with myriads of the bravo. 

Spilt blood by oeoanS**— troasu res by the million, 

At every Tyrant's beck. Had we nut shed 
Such warm tod eloquent blood for Freedom’s faith. 
War's star in heaven had lost its name cio now. 
^“IfcQtbar? 1 *^1 cried, — well, Brothers, brother 
' ^Slaves I s 

i hut to give ye slaves lHEiR valiant heart, 
$Whese dumb, dead dust is worth yttttor living 
/ souls ~r*> 

• 
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PEACE* 


Dear God ! *twere sweet to kiss the scaffold-block J 
I’d proudly leap death’s darkness, to let shine 
The Future's promise thio’ your son o Vs tears 1 
Sorrow t ah ^ no' 1 ye feel not sense so holy 
The worm of misery riots in your hearts — * 

Ye hear your > ouriglings in the drear midnight 
Make moan fhr bread, when ye have none to 
gno 1 — K 

Yo dram your life, warm, for the future's drink 1 
Tho groaning land is choked with living death. 

O 1 yo aro mated to tho things of scorn 
And I have hoard youi imseiablo madness 
Belcht forth m diunki n paeans to your tyrants, 
jPl edging your murdorors to tho hell they vo model 
Ah, Christ 1 was it for this, thou sudden sun, 
Did’st light those centuries with thy dying smile ?-*- 
Was it for this, so many and so many 
Have hack l their spn it-s words against our fe^tera 
And killing coids, that bleed our hearts deaths 
Wept griefs might turn the soul gray in Wn hour — 
Broko tlicir gu it heaits for love, and, ih despair, 
Daslit their immortal crowns to earth , and died? 
Was it for tins the countless Host of Martyrs, 

Be crown’d and robed in fiery martyrdom. 

Beat odt a golden-aged Future from 
The angel-metal of their noble lives—* > 

Clomb tho rod scaffold -entrain’d their weary oyea, 
Across the mists of ages, for one glimpse 
Of midnight buz rung into that blight Dawn 
Now bursting golden, up the skies of time? f 
When will yo put your human glory on ? 

How long will ye lie darkling desolate. 

With barren brain, blind life, and fallow heart? 
Tho hollow yearning grave will kindly <?Io$e, 

And flowers spring whore the mould lay Jerkily 

The buret from out the naked’ftfcJbb&g^ 

Fire-ripep^d into glorious greenery, x » 

-YTaste Moor mid Fen will kindle into spring 
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fie>W long will ye lie dart ling, dcsoUfet 
iiord God Almighty 1 \*hat a Spring of freedom 
AfWaits to burst the winter of out ^ofrhl* 

O* if aught moving thrills a brother’s love, 

Which pleads for utterance in blinding team, 

Then let Ihede words hum living m vour souls, 
Snatch Peer’s cold hand from on your palsied 
hearts, i 

And send the intrepid shudder through your veins. 
Helots of Albion 1 Penuiy & nurslings 1 me, 

And swear, m God s name, and in Heaven's or 
Il« 11 s, 

Xo will bear witness at the bnth of Frt'edom 1 
Arisi , and front the blessed light of Iluweh, 

W i th tyrant-quailmg manhood in your looks* 
Au*\ go forth to glorious war fbi right, 

And justice, and mankind’s high destiny 1 
Arise, ’tis Freedom’s Weeding fight, sti iko bom© 
W^rever tyrants bfb the gorgon-head 1 
Theresa a chasm in the coming years, 

A-gSpe for strife’s Niagara of blood — 

Or to he bridged by MOae bouts linkt in love 
The vferld is stirring with its mighty purpose 
No more be laggards in tho march of men. 

The Vulture iJespotiqm spreads its wide wings 
Bight royally to give ye broader mark * 

And the hag Evil sickens unto death, m 
With her sore tra\ til o’er the birth of Good 
And yet shall War’s red-letter’d creed die out , 
Where blood is running, shall the wild-flowers 
* Wow , 

Where men are groaning, shall tb^ir children smg 
’And peon© and love to-Gcnoals the woild. 


EDEN. 


Tasks is not a rift in tlio blue sky now, 

Where a million tempests tore it ; 

?Chero is not a furrow on Ocean's brow, 

Thu 9 a million years have past o*er it 
And for all the storms and the stx'ifes that have 
roll’d 

Down the ages, grim and gory ; 

Earth weareth her pleasant face, as of old, 

And laughs in her morning glory 
And Man — tho’ he beareth the brand of Sin, 

And the flesh and the devil have bound him — 
Hath a spirit within, to old Eden akin, 

Only nurture up Eden around him. 


O the cloud may have &U’n on the humSt$ fac$. 
And its lordliest beauty blighted * e * 

For love hath gone out with a darkening tjtyftd, 
Where tho inward glory lighted. 

Yet the old world of love hve&h still in the he^rt* 
As we’re many a sweet revealing ; 

And its rich fownl-jcwela in te^rs will ttp*8t&rt 
With the warm flood of houe? feeling* 

Ay, Man tho’ he beareth the biand of Sin, 
And tho flesh and the devil ha\e bound him - 
Hath a spirit within, to old Eden akin. 

Only nurture up Eden around him. 

O the terrors, the tortures, the miseries dark 
That have curst us, and crush t, and hankered 1 
Yot, aye, from the Deluge, Humanity’s Afck 
Hath some serene Ararat an Cbowt. * *f 

O the goiden chains that link heaven to < 

* The rusts bf all time cannot sever ! * * 

Evil shall did in its own dark dearth, * 

„ And the Good liveth on for ever. 
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^<$806^ IBtf OS' I OUT Y-EIGHT . 

And Man — tho’ he boareth the brand of Sin, 

And the fleet and the devil have bound him — * 
U&th a spirit within, to old FJden akin, 

" * Oiily nurture up Eden ground him. 


THE MEN OF FORTY-EIGHT. 


Tttsv rose in Freedom’s rare sunrise, 

Like Giants roused from wine ; 

And in their hearts and in their eyes, 

Tho God leapt up divine! 

Their souls flasht out like naked swords, 
Unsheathed for fiery fate | 

Strength wont like battle with their words — 
The Men of Forty-eight ; 

Hurrah ! * 

For tho Men of Forty-eight. 

Dark&Ays bate f&ll’n, yet in the strife 
Thqy bate no hope sublime, 

And bravely works tho exultant life, 

Tb$ir hearts pulse thro* tho time : 

As gr&Qs is greeupst trodden down* 

So suffering makes men great, 

And this dark tide shall richly crown 
The work of Forty-eight ; 

Hurrah ! 

* For the Men of Forty-eight; 


Some In a bloody burial sleep, f 
Dike Greece to^glory gone, 
j But in their steps avengers leap 
rVf JVith their proof-armor on : 

hearts beat high with dauntless trust 
p triumph soon or late* , - * * 

*tho* they be mouldering down i&dttSfc — 
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Brave Men of Forty-eight 1 , 

Hoorah 1 

Fpr the Men ot Forty-oight. 

O when the world wakes np to worst 
The Tyrants once again, 

Anil Freedom’s suntfaons-shout shall beast, 
Hare music 1 on the brain, — 

With heart to heart, in many a land. 

Ye’ll find them all elate — 

Bravo remnant of that Spartan-band, 

The Mon of Forty-eight : 

Hurrah ! 

For tho Men of Forty-eight. 


OUR lAJSTD* 


’Tis the Land that our stalwart fora*sires tjrode. 
Where the brave find hefoic-Sonl^ v 
Implanted our freedom with their b&frhlobd. 

In the ipartyr-dOys of oh}* * 

The hnt6 of tho lowly gave Liberty birth, 

Their hearts w me her crndlo glorious. 

And wherever her foot-pi ints lottei ed the earth, 
Great spirits up-sprang vietouous* 

In our mre old Land, our dear old Land, 

With its memories bright and bravo, t. 
And sing b§y for the hour its sous shall bhnd 

To free it of Tyrant and Slate* * “*■ ' > t , 

' % 

Alfred was of us, and Shakes pearo’a thought 
Bekings us, all crowns above ! } ' 

^Freedom’s dear faith a fierce splendpt 
PFrom our grand' old Milton’s love ! ^ 
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WK LANO. 

- * : 1 

An d we should he matching on gallantly, 

And stri(K|^f Ifepia glory to glory, 

* For the Right wu» our Blight striking valiantly, 

* * * Cm the track of the nuxtous in story — - 
for our rare old Land, our dear old Land, 

With its memories bright and brave, 

And sing hey for the hour its sons shall band 
to free it of Tyrant and Slave. 

On Noscby-field of tlio fight sublime. 

Our old red rose doth blow T 
Would to God that the soul of that earlier time 
Might marshal us conquering now ! 

On into the Future’s fair clnno the world «weej^| + * 
Aud the time trumpets tru»» inch to frOetfOUret 
At the heart of our liolots tho mounting God leaps* 
Rut O for the Mooses to lead ’om ! 

For our rare old Land* our dear old Land, 

With its memories bright and brave ! 

And sing hey lot tM hour its sons shall band 
I 1 * it of Tyrant and Slate. 

• «■ »* 

What do we lack, that the ruffian Wrong 
Should starve us, ’mid heaps of gold? 

We bfcfe br&W&as broad, we have arms as strong. 
We have hearts as big and as bold ' 

Will a thousand years more of mock suffering school 
Our lives to a sterner bra\ery? 

No ! down and down with their robber rule, 

And up from the land of slavery ! 

For Oair rare old Land, our dear old Land, 

With its memories bright and hra\ e * 

'Aud sing hey for the hour its sons shall band 

„ $* To free it of Tyrant and Slave. 
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* sweet srnux o» 


sweet spmrr of Mfr love, 

Swu/r Spirit of my lo\o’ 

Thro’ alt the woild wo walk apart 
rhou maj ’at not m iny boeom lie 
I may not pics** thee to my h<art, 

Nor sue lo\ e-thinkings light tlimo oyo 
Yet art thou with mo All my lile 

Oibs out m thy warm beauty ’a sphere , 

My bravest dmims of thee aie rim, 

* And color d with thy presence dear 

* Sweet Spmt of my love 1 

know how beautiful thou art. 

But novel tell the starry thought 
I only whisper to mv heart, 

•* She lights jrith heaven thy spot * 

And birds that night and d^Y « 

And fragrant winds, giye baojctp m& 

A music ringing of thy voice, * 

And sorgo my heai t’s lov^tiAe Jp thop. 

Sweet Spirit -of my love f , 

The Spring and Summer bloom-bodrght, 

That garl md ft irfch with rainbaw^showcrs, — 
Morn’s kissing Lieitli, and oyes of light, 

rii it wake m smiles the w inking flowers. 

The an with hoitey’d flagrant < fed, 

Tho 11 tshung waters, — s Dughing tree, — ■* 
Noon s g ilden glory, — sundown rod, 

Aye warble songs of thee 

Sweet Spirit of my Jpve f 
W hen Night’s soft silence clothes the earth, 

And wakes the passionate bird of lots ; 

And Stagalaugh out in golden mirth, , 
earning souls dmnelie? move ; * X * 
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When God*§ breath hallows ©very spot, 

And, iraj»?d in feeling’s luxury, 

The heart’s nimk-full of tender thought . 

Then art thop with me, still with me. 


Sweet Spirit of my love ! 

I listen for thy footfall, — feel 

Thy look is burning on me, such 
As re.ids my heart I sometimes reel 

And throb, expectant for thy touch ! 
For by the vuico of woods and brooks, 

And flowers with virgin- fragrance wot, 
And earnest stars with yearning looks, 

J know that we shall mingle yet 

* 


Sweet Spirit of my love ! 

Stiange places on mo smile, os thou 

JlaOst pass’d, arid left thy beauty’s tints : 
Tim wild^fto^rts even the secret know, 

S d shade flash mystic hints : 
ion Gods, thou’lt come 
hut mine anointed eyi s 
Trimi thro’ gloom, 



$ lit thee* ! with large surprise. 


THE BRIDAL. 

' BA comes ! the blushing Bridil Dawn, 
"VWfch her Auroral splendors on f 
Arid green ISarfh nevOr love! icr shone 
*.* ^ 

J lhri daneeih On her golden way, 

^ dainty dalliance with the May, 

, JTobitant o’er the happy day l 
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Bridal* 

Earth weareth heaven for hgkM*ring, 

And the best garland of glory, spring 
From out old Wintei’s world can bring. 

The green blood redden in the rose • 

And undcincith white-budding boughs 
The violets purple in rich rows 
+ 

High up in ail the Chestnuts blow. 

The li\c -green Apple- tree’s flush bough 
Floatetli, a cloud of iusy snow 1 

Cloud-shadow ships swim fuerily 
Over the gucneiy’s sunny sea, 

“Whose vaim tides upple down the lea 

The Birds, a^broodingi shrive to sing, 

Feeling the life warm the wing * 

Their love, too, burgooes with the Spring I 

The winds that make the flovert bhw* 
Jlca'vy with balm* breathe s oft^nd low, 

A budding warmth , an amoves glow {- 

, ' ? > 

They kiss like some endearing mouth, » 

More sweet th m the Sabean South* 

And balm th* splendor’s drooping drouth . 

Such a delicious feel doth flood 
The eyes, as la^cs the burning bud 
W nen June-rains feed aiulnosial blood. 

merrily Life doth re\ el and reign f 
Light m heart, and blithe in brain , « 

Kunnmg like wine in every veim ^ 

Alive with eyes, the Village sees 

The Bridal dawning from the tiees, * % 

And Housewives swarm V the sun like Be$g, 
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The BitiiiiW 

* v 

Silence Site the Belfry-Choir ! 

XJp in the twinkling air tin* Bpiro 
Throbs, golden in the bickering fire 

The winking windows burn and blush 
With colors rare as flow and flush 
Thro’ summer sunsets bloom’d and hush. 

But, enter • lordlier splondors brim. 
Such mists of gold ana purple swim, 

And the light fills so rich and dim. 

Even so doth Lo\e Info’s doors unbar, 
Whoi o all the hidden gl iru^s ai o, 

That from the windows shone afar. 

Loro ’s lovely to thfc passers-by 1 , 

But they who loya fere regional high 
On th’ hills of BHte? with heaven nigh . 

Snmpfiidus afr Iris, When she swims 
With rMttbpW-robo on dainty limbs,. 

The BjddeV&fti?* loveliness overbrims 1 

* r j ~ r 

The g&aelfs drink rich overflows. 

Her Cheek a livelier damask glow*, 

And orchis arm she leans more close 

A drunken joy reels in his blood, 

Ho wanders an enchanted wood. 

He ranges Realms of perfect good. 

Dear God ! that ho alono hath grace 
To light such splendor in her face, 
*An&win the blessing of embrace » 

She wears her maiden modesty 
"With tearful grace toucht tenderly, 
fySSefc with a ripe E&pectanoy ! * 
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Bit ID At*. 

v \ 

Her virgin veil reveals a form, 
Flowering fiom the bud so warm, 

It tfoeds must buak the Coatus-charnr. 


List night, with weddiblo, white arms, 

And thoughts that throng'd with quaint alarms, 
She tiembled o’er hir uuuoi’d thuims, 

Like lOve fhst-gl losing her nt w life , 

And the AF ud staitlcd at the \\ ife, 
l£eart-p«un6d with a sweet, warm strife. 

The unkn jwn sea moans on her shore 
01 life she h< n s tin breikirs roar. 

But, trusting Him, she 11 four no more , 

For, o’er the deep seas there is ealm, ,■ 

Full os the hush of all heaven's ps ilm • 

Their golden goal, — the Vu tor s pqtaci 1 

* And at he r heart Love sits and 
And bioodeth waimth, begetting Wings 
Shall lift her life to higher things. 

The Bit suing gnen, the ring is On ; 1 

And at God s A^cai ladiant inn 
The currents ot two lives in one f 


Husht with happiness, i vei y s< nse 
Is crowded at the ho irt inti nse , 
And silctace hath such eloquence 1 


to his feet her rarek eyes <-toop, 
there her loie should pour its cup , 
tut, like a King, lie lilts them tip. 



Her flashing face to heaven up-tnrns, 

As for God s gracious kiss it yearns? * 
Through ail her life Hope's sunrise burft$! 
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And now sho trembles to his breast, 

To make it aye lior happy nest, 

And proudly crown lne loving quest : 

llis arms her hyacinth head e.rnss, 

And fold her fragrant si under nibs, 

With all its touching tenderness. 

Now, on heaven’s coast of crystal, crown’d 
Ilebper lights life's outward-bound 
Ana .Evening folds her purple round. 

A palace rich with glorious shows 
She maketh his life’s narrow house 
To-night but thero he keeps no rouse ! 

Alone they hold their marriage feast : 
Fresh from the Chrism of the Priest, 

He would not have the happiest jest 

To her brows with a crimson fine ; 

And, SOOth, they need no wings of wme 
'JPo jftoat them into Lovc’b divine. 

So Strength and Beauty, hand-in-hand. 

Go forth into the honey’d land, 

Lit by the lo\ e-moon golden-grand. 

Where God hath buiif their Bridal-bower ; 
And on the top of life tho^ tower, 

And taste of Eden's perfect hour. 

No lewd eyes o'er my shoulder look P 
They do but ppe the bl< ssed book ^ 

Of Marriage m their hallowed nook. ** * 

O, flowery be the paths they press* 

And ruddiest human fruitage bless 
with a lavish loveliness ! 
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A GX*TM$&& Off AULH tiAKO-STNB, 

Melodious move their wedded life £ - 

Thro* shocks of time, and storms of strife, **+ 
Husband true, and perfect W ifo 1 


A GLIMPbR OF ATjLD LWGSYNE 

Earth, gumsht Bndc-like, bales her bosom to the 
nestling Night, 

Who hath toino down m glory from the golden 
halls of light 

Ten thousand tender, starry eyes smile o’ei tfie 
world at rest, * 

The weary world — • hostr^ like an infant Otk its 
mother’s breast I * 

< ♦ 

Tho gre it old lulls thrust ugtheir foreheads inrich- 
pletping light 

Hbw proudly-griud, and ftdl tjbejf stand, Tf^ship^ 
pmg God to-night } 

Tho flowers h r ive hung tiieir cups with gems of their 
own sw< i tui s wi ought. 

And muse upon shur steins, m smiling ecstasy ot 
though* * 

They have banquntted on beauty, at the fragrant 
Eve’s red lips, 

And fphf in charmed rest, with crowns upon thrift** 
^velvet tips. 

No green tide sweeps the sea of leaves, no wlfidrigh 
stirs the sod, ** 

While Holiness broods dove-like on the soul, her 
getting God. 
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Street hour 1 thou wak’st the feeling that wo nover 
know by day, 

Fop Angel eyes look down, and road tho spirit 
’neath the clay 

Even while I list, such music stealcth in upon my 
soul, 

As though adown heaven’s stair of Btars, tho 
seraph-Jiarpings stole — 

Or 1 could grasp the immortal part of life, and 
soar, and soar, 

SttOh strong wings take mo, and my heart hath 
found such hidden lore 1 

It flings aside the weight of years, and lovingly 
goes tkack, 

To that sweet time, the dear old time, that glistens 
on its track \ , 

Life’s withered lo&Vefl grow green again, and fresh 
With Childhood’s spring, 

As I am welcomed bafc&enco more, within its rain* 
bow ring — 

The Past, with all its gather’d charms, betokens 
mo back m joy. 

And loving hoaits, and open arms, re-clasp me as 
a boy. 


Tho voices of the Loved and Lost are stirring at 
my heart, 

And Memory’s misor’d treasures leap to life, with 
£ sudden start, — 


As through her darkened windows, warm audited 
w v . Sunlight creoj* m, * 

Lailg«*8yUe, ghmpst in glorious tsars, my toil- 
- worn heart doth win. 
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X GLIMPSE OP AULD LANG-SYNJJ. .. 


Thou art looking, smiling on me, osMihoG^Mt 
lookt and smiled, Mother, * 

And I am sitting by thy aide, at heart a very child. 
Mother ! j 


I'm with thee now in soul, sweet Mother, much as 
in those hours, 

^?Vhen all njy wealth wus in thy love, and in the 
5 birds and lloweis. 


When the long summer days were short, for my 
glad soul to live 

The golden fulness of the bliss, each happy hour 
could give. 

When Heaven sang to any innocence, and every 
leafy grove 

And forest ach’d wWV music, as a young heart 
aches with love. “ 

* 

When life oped like a floorer, where dung my lips, 
to quaff its hortfcy. 

And joys throng’d like a shower of gold king-eupa 
in meadows sunny. 

I'll tell tlioo, Mother ! since we mot, stem changes 
have come o’er me * 

Then life smiled like a paradise, the world was all 
before uio, 

0 ! I was full of tjtfi#tful faith, and, in my glee and 

gladness, 

. Deemed not that others had begun as bright, Wh^p 
end was madness. 

t 

1 knew not smiles could light up eyes, like Sunset’s 

laughing glow vs*' - 

On some oold stream, which burns above, while all 
dark below ; 
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ofy J£*o\c'h summer sea, groat souls, go down, 
While some, grown cola, 

Seal up affection’s li\ing spring, and sell their love 
/or gold , 


JIow they on whom we’d staked the heart forget 
the early vow, 

And they who swoio to love through life wou$$ 
pass all coldly now , 


How, in the soul’s dark hour, Love's templc-vcil is 
rent in twain,. 

And the heart quivers thoru-crown’d on tho cross 
of fiery pain. 

And shatter'd idols, broken dreams, come crowding 
on mV biain, „ # 

As speaks the spinij-voico of days that never coma 
again < s *. 

It tell* of 'golden moments lost — heart seared — 
blina Passion’s thrall; 

Life's spring-tide ^blossoms run to waste, Love's 
~ honey turn’d to gall. 

It tells how many and often high resolve and pur- 
pose strong, 

Shaped on tho anvil of my heart, have died upon 
my tongue. 

I left thee, Mother, in sweet jfcfagr, tho mcny month 
of flowers, 

>Xp toil away in dusky gloom tho golden summer- 

J hours 

♦ 

I left my world of love behind, with soul for life 
a- thirsting ; » 

My burning eyelid dropt no tear, although my 
* heart was bursting 
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v ** *' 

For X had knit my soul to climb, with poverty j^Sf 
harden ; v “ 

Give me bat time, O give me time, and 1 would 
win the guerdon. 

Ah, Mother ! many a heart that all my aspiration 
ehorisht 

JJath fallen in the trampling strife, and in the life-* 
march perish t. 

We see the bleeding victims lie upon the worlds 
grim Altar, * 

And one by one young feelings die, and dark dopbtf* , 
make us falter. < * 

Mother, the world hath wreakt its part on me* with 
* scathing power, * 4 r 

Yet the best life that heaves my heart runs Jpr thee 
at this hour, w * t 

And by these holy ydam&fiM, by the&0' eyes with % 
sweet teai-s wet; 

I know theie wells a spring of IpvO through all my , 
. b^lngyet. 


SONG OF TILE RED REPUBLICAN. 

Fling out the redjbonner ! its fiery front under, 
Come, gather jej gather ye, Champions of Right l 
And roll round the* world, with the voice of (Jod v a< 
thunder, * 

The W rongs we’ve w reckon, oppressions to smite* 
4 They deem that wo strike* no mepre like the old ' 
Hero-band, 4 * , 

Victory’s own liattle-hearted and brave : 

Blood of Christ! brothers mine, it wese sWeet but 
to see ye stand, « 

Triumph or Tomb welcome, Glory or Grave 1 
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uiA. « L ^ 1 * 

tr* k 

iWflfc out the red Banner in mountain and valley l 
Let Earth feel the tread of the free once again ; 
Kow soldiers of Freedom, ior love of God, rally, 
Old ^ja#£h yearns to know that her childion are 

W© aro nerved hy a thousand wrongs, burning and 
bleeding; * „ 

Bold Thoughts leap to birth, but the bold Deeds 
0 must come , 

And wherever Ilurainity's yearning and pleading, 
One battle for Liberty strike w c heart-home. 


F|ing ont tlio rod Banner 1 aehie\ements immortal 
Ha>c yot to Ik* won by the hands labor-brown ; 
And fow, lew may enter the proud promise-portal, 
Vet lyear it in thought like a glorious Crown 1 
And O joy of the onset! sound trumpet, array 


us: 


True boarts would leap up woro all hell in our 

tip, up the Slave>-land ; who stirreth to stay 
*• na, v 

* Shall fell, M of Old, in the Red Sea of wrath. 


Fling "out the red Banner, O Sons of the mom- 
ing 1 

Young spirits abiding to hurst into wing*, — 

We stand shadow -crown’d, but sublime is tlic 
warning, 

All heaven’s giimly husht, and the Bird of Storm 

T sings ! 

11 AH 1 ® woll^* saith the Sentry on 'Tyranny's 
tower, 

* Wbllo Hope by bis watch-firo is gray and tear- 
blind ; 

Ay, all’s woll l Fieedom’s Altar burns, hour by 

hour, * 

Live brands for the fire-damp with which yo are 
mined. 
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t + 

Fling out the ted Banner f the patriots perish,* * 
x But where theis boneB w liiteu the seed fi trike th 
' root - # 

Their blood hath run led the groat haryest to 
cherish f 

Then gather yo, Koapors, and gamer the fruit.* j 
Ftotory 'victory 1 Tyrants uro quaking ? 

- The ’Titan of Toil from the bloody thrall starts ; 
The slaves are awaking, the dawn-1 ighfc is breaking. 
The foot-fall of Freedom beats quick at our 
hearts ! 


THE PATRIOT TO IITS BRIDE* 

WitL yod leave the fond bosom of Honic, where 
Bliss hath been from your earliest waking? 

Can you give its endearments to come, wh&rO 
Life hath many a hot hoart-aching ? 

Have you counted the cost to stand oj m9» 

In the battle I fight for Man? 

And shall your angel-dove defy me, 

Who stand in the World’s dark ban ? 

O, a daring high Sqfcil yon will need, dear love, 

To biave the life-battle with mo 

For your true hoart may oftentimes bleed, dear 
love, , 

And your sweet qyes dim tearfully. ^ 

Sweet f know you of gallant hearts perishing, — - 
The fine spirits that dumbly bow l 4 

For a little of Fortune’s cherishing, 

HP They are breaking in agony now ! 

And without the sunshine that life neodeth, 

Alas T fcw ect 1 for me and for you : 

But little the careless world houleth 
For jpgJ^Like ours, tender and true 1 
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A’fAffaiaU. H&8&U AlHA. T 

♦ <* 

a during high soul yon will ne$d, dear love, 

Tp brave tho life-battle with mo 
For your true heart miy oftentimes bleed, dear 
love. 

And your swoefc eyes dim tearfully. 

Well, you’ve sworn, T have sworn, God hath bound 

* us, 

Ih a covenant tho world shall not part . 

$ have flung my love's purple aiound us. 

And you live in each pulse of my lieai t r 
It may W our name iu llaith's story 
Shall etidure when we aie no more 
For Jove lives as the St irs bum in glory, 

9 And the Ftowcis hud on Earth’s green floor. 

But a daring high soul you will need, dear love, 
To brave the life-battle with mo * 

For your true licait may oftentimes bleed, dear 
love. 

And yonr sweat eyes dnu tearfully. 


ANATHEMA M VRANATIIA. 

> 

Deeper and deeper tho Tyrant's lash flayetli, 
Swifter and swifter fierce Misery slayeth , 

Tighter and tightor the grip of Toil groweth, 
Nearer and nearer the dark Ruin floweth. 

And still ye boar on, and ye faint heart and 
# breath , 

Till ye creep, scourged hounds, to yohr kennel 0% 
death : 

O down to the dust with ye, cowUrfls and slaves, 
Plague-stricken cumber-grounds, slink to >our 
graves 1 
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ahashsUa MAHANATDA, 


Love is the crown of all life, but ye wear it not ; t 
Freedom, Humanity’s pilm, and ye bear it not; 
Beauty spreads banquet for all, but ye share it pot; 
Grimmer the blinding veil glooms, and ye tear it 
not. # 

^ Weaving your lifo-flowois in Wrong’s robe of glory* 
"flfe stint In ypur starkuess with hearfca smitten 
* hoary j 4 

0 dpwn to the dust with ye, cowards and slates, 
ITague-stricken cumber-grounds, slink to ygufr 
graves 1 

They have broken our hearts for their hunger, and 
trod 

The wine-press for Death, with the grapes of our 

And ye lick their feet, red with your blood, likO 
dumb cattle 

Ah f better and briver to meet tin m m battle T 
The how that Tell drew hath lost none of its spring, 
But ye nerve not with daring the arpow andafawg 
Then down to the dust wijth ye* upwards and 
slaves, r 

Plague-stricken cumber-grounds, slink to youy 
graves 1 

There "s a curse on fch'- Mummonites fiery and fell, 
Gold turns their h'ird hoirts into hearthstones for 
hell , 

And there’s^ wringing of hands with the Knave and 

For God's graven autograph *s on their de$tb*war* « 
rant. 

While lordlier manhood *neath Freedom's heart 
« yearneth, 

Up now ! while before yo the fiic-pillar burneth 1 
Or down to the dust with ye, cowards and slaves* 
Down, down for ever, and slink to your graves 1 



LITTLE Llfcr&fttt#. 
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LITTLE LTLYBELL. 

Whsn unseen fingois part the leaves, 

And show us Beauty's face ; 

And Earth her breast of glory Reaves, 

And glows from Springes embrace : 
'When Mowers on green and golden wings 
» Jploat up. — Life’s sea cloth swell 
And flush a world of vernal things,— 

4 Came little LilybelL 

And like a blessed Bird of calm ♦ 

Our lore’s sweet wants she stilled. 

Made Passion’s fiery \niue mn balm* — 
Life’s glory half fulfilled f 
Prom dappled dawn to twinkling dark. 
This witching Ariel 
Pills all our heaven - or like a Lark 
Sim&a LilybelL 

V * 

And she is fair,*0 very fair, 

Hftft eves so like the dove 1 
And lightly leans her world of care 
Upon our anus of love 1 
It cannot be that ye will break 
The promise-tale ye toll. 

Ye will not make such fond hearts ache, 
little Lilybeli 1 

As on Life’s Stream her leaflets spread. 

And tremble in its flow. 

We shudder, lest the awful Dead 
Pluck at her from below ! 

Brfeathe softly low, yo Winds that start, — 
O stream, but faintly swell : 

Your every motion smites the heart, 

For little Lilybeli. 



TUB OOLfeBtf WEDDING-RING. 

We tremble : lest tho angel Death, 

Who opines to gather flowers 

For Paradise — at her sweet breath, 

Should fall 111 loio w ith ours 1 

0 many a year may come and go 
Ere From LifcV my s tie well 

Such stream shall fl n\ — such flower shall blow, 
As our sweet Lilyboll. 

Oh ! when thy dear heart 1111s with fears. 

And aohes with Love’s sweet pale. 

And pale cheeks burn thro’ happy tears 
Like red Rose in the rain — - - 

1 mmwel Sweet f if we shall seo 
Tho sight and say ’tis well, 

Wh^a the Helmed rails for thee, 

Our dainty Lily be] l * 

IIow rieh Lo\c made the lowly sod 
Where such a Flower hath blown * 

O Love, wo love, aud think that God 
Js such a love fhll-grown ! 

Dear God, that gave the blessed trust, ‘ 

Re near, that all hr* well. 

And morn and eve bedew our dust. 

For love of Lilyboll. 


THE GOLDEN W EDDJNG-RINGL 

With a white band like a lady, 

And a heart as merry as Spring, 

I um ripe and I am ready 
For a golden wedding-ring 



THE GOLDEN WEDDING-RING. 

As the earth with sea is bounded. 

And the Winter -world with Spring, 
So a Maiden’s life is rounded 
With a golden wedding ring. 

* * 

This old world is scarce worth seeing. 
Till Love waves Ids purple wjing. 
And wo gauge the bliss of being. 

Thro* a golden wedding-ring 

Would you draw far Edens nearer 
And to Earth the angels bring. 

You must seek the magic mirror 
df a golden wedding-ring. 

I ha\o known full many a Maiden 
I ake a white JRjl>sc withering. 

Into fresh lip* beauty redden 
Thio’ a gold* n wedding-ring 

Fain * mg spints oft grow FtarlibS, 
Sighing hearts will soar and sing. 
Tearful oyes will laugh out tearless. 
Thro 4 , a golden wedding-ring. 

There’s no jewel so worth wearing. 
That a Lover's hands may bring. 
There’s no treasure worth convpaiing 
With a golden wedding-i*ing . 

* As the orescent Moon rings golden 
Jtlor ffall beauty perfecting, 
Woman's glory is unfolden 
In a golden wedding-ring. 

Ah ! *wheti hearts are wildly beating. 
And when arms all glowing elmg. 
Think Lovc’b circle wants completing 
With a golden wedding-ring 
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THE TmBBLOVEB. 


TIIE FNBKLOVED. * , 

Like a tree beside the river 
Of her life that runs from me. 

Do I lean me, murmuring; ever 
My fond lo\ o’s idolatry : 

Aud i reach out hands of blessing* 

And T stretch out hands bf prayer, 
And with passionato caressing* 

Waste my life upon the ait. 

In my ears the Syren river 

Sings, and smiles up in my face? , 
But* lor ever and for ever, « 

Buns from my embrace. 

Spring by spring, the branches duly 
Clothe themselves in tender Flouor, 
And for her sweet sake as truly 

All their fruit and fragrance Shower ; 
But, the stream with careless laughter, ) 
Kuna in merry beauty by, * 

And it Ieavee me yearning after — 

Lone to weep* and lone to die ! 

In my ears the Syren river 

Sings, and smiles up in my face ; 

But, fot ever apd for over, 

Runs from my embrace. 

I stand *maz£d in the moonlight, 

O’er its happy face to dream ! 

I am parchdd in the nooqlight, 

By that cool and briiriming stream * 

I am dying by the river 

Of her life that runs from mo * 

While it sparkles by mo ever 
With its cool felicity f 
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In my ears the Svren river 

Sink's, and smiles up in ray face ; 

But, lor evoi and for o\er. 

Runs from my < inbraco. 


v DESERTED, 

Jtova came to me in a rosy cloud, 

With a T golden glory kist ; 

And caught mo up, and in heaven wc rodo. 

Till it melted in mournful mint. 

Gone! gfme ? is the light that shone, 

Wi$i the dream of my oaiiior day. 

And the wild winds moan, and alone, alone* 

I wander my weary way. 

The davs come and go, and the seasons roll, — 

In their glory they pass me by ; 

And the lords of life and the happy in soul 
Walk under a smiling sky. 

And the sweet springtide comes back to earth, o'er 
The soothdd winter sea ; 

But He will return no more, no more, 

Never come back to me. 

• It wero better that I lay sleeping 
“ With bi3 baby upon my breast, 

When tho weary hate dope with their weeping, 
And the wretched are roekt to their rest. 

The World is a desolhto, dreary ope, 

And full of sad tears at best : 

God, take back thy wandering weary one, 

' Like a wouifded bird florae to its nest. 
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LOVE IN IDLENESS. 


LOVE IN IDLENESS. 

Wf sit scronily ’nciith the Night, 

As still as stais, with swilt delight , 

In teais, th it till how in Life's deep 
Ihc hiddm peaiN of beauty sleep , 

And silent, as of sloping Seas, 

And (putt, as of di earning Trees 
The river of out bliss i uns tilled, 

Its faintest happy murmur stilled. 

Upon my forcln id rests thy palm, 

\iul on m3 spuil itbts thy c ilm 
1 cannot see tliy fat 1 , hut know 
Its sea of lust -bloom hath a glow 
Like ruby light and neldy lies 
The dow and sh idows 111 thine eyes , 

That ask how they may soothhebt bl» ss, 

Like or^stal-wells ul tcudiinobs. 

Warm fragrance, like the pouI o’ the South, 

Is lound thee; and thy damask moutli 
Dissolves me in delicious death, 

It doth so breathe ambiosial hi oath * 
Mu&k-rofet s blowing in tin gloom. 

Drop fragrance fainting in the room , 

Ana such*line sadn< ss Idls tin air* 

Ripe Life a bloom oi di w doth wear. 

Wo sit, ’with silent glory crowned, 

And Love's arms wound in amorous round ; 
As on neh clouds of fr.ig?an< 0 swim 
!$ho summer dusk, so cool, and dun 1 
While wo our holds of pleasure reap, 

Our llabes lie m the wood of Sleep , 

One — first love's dream of beauty wrought ! 
One — the more pcrfei t after-thought ! „ 
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12 ?; 


Tho harping hand hath dulled the lyre 
Of thrilling h ear t-st rings. 11} their hro 
Droopt low, the dreamy Pas&ious doze. 
In largo Juxuvianeo of repose. 

I onty sec — that thou art near ; 

1 only feel — 1 havo thee, Dear 1 
J only hear thy throbbing hoait, 

And know that wo un never part. 


IN AUSTRALIA.. 

Quaff a cup. ami h* ml a 1 heer up for the Old Land 1 
We have braid the lh ipeis shout, 

For tin 1 llarwst going out. 

With tlu' Mnohe of battle closing round the bold 
Lund ; 

And our message shall he hurled 
* 1 p < he ringing auks o' the world, 

There arc true hearts beating ibr you in the (Jlojd 
Land. 


We are with you in your battles, bravo and bold 
Land 1 

For the old ancestral tree 
Ntriketh root beneath tho sea, 

And it bcareth fruit of Freedom in tho Gold Land ! 
Wo shall come too, if you call, 

W e shall light on if you fall, 

Cromwell’s land must never be a bought and sold 
Land. 


0 the standard of the Lord Wave o’er the Old Land ! 
For, the waiting world holds breath 
While she treads the dew of Death, 

With the sleeve of Peace stript up from her bare, 
jbold hand : 
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And her ruddy Rose will bloom 
On the bos >m and the tomb 
Of her many Heroes fallen for the Old Land. 

O, a terror to the Tyrant is the Old Lhnd ! 
lie remembers how she stood 
With her raiment rolled in blood, 

When the tide of battle burst upon the bold Land, 
p And he looks with darkened face, 

For he knows the hcro-raco ^ 

Sweep the harp of Freedom — draw her Sword with' 
bold hand. * * ' 

Let thy glorious voice be heard, thou great hhd hold 
Land ! 

Speak the one Victorious word, 

And fair Freedom's wandered Bird 
Shall wing back with leaf of papmiso from the Old 
Land ! 

And the Peoples shall come out 
From their slavery* with a shout • 

For the new world greeting in thfe Future’s Gold 
Land! 


When the smoke of Battle rises from the Old Land, ' 
You shall see the Tyrant down, 

You shall sec the ransomed crown ; 

On the brow of prisoned peoples, freed with bold 
hand! 

She shall .thrash her foes like corn ; 

They shall eat the bread of adorn $ 

And will sing her song of Triumph in the Gold 
Lana. 

'Quaff a cup, and send a cheer up from tho Gold 
Land! 

We have hoard the Reapers shout, 

For the Harvest going out, 

M Soon the smoke of battle closing round the bold 
Land ; 4 
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* , Arid oar message shall ho hurled 
i Up the ringing sides o’ the world, 

There are true hearts down here, heating for the 
Old Land. 


THIS EXILE TO IILS COUNTRY. 

How dimmed is all thy glory, and how dark tho 
shadow falls ! 

And wild^the sorrow waileth thro’ thy hamlets and 
* thy halls! 

Thy banner burns no longer on tlio mountains and 
the sea. 

And oh I the dead are blessed who thy suffering 
may not sec. 

Uow are thy brute ones scattered on many an alion 
strand ! 

Thy darlings leal and true to the dear old Mother- 

IcbUU. 

Thoy have bound tbee in tho grave-clothes, but wo 

, watch with tears and sighs, 

Till Freedom comes like Christ, and thou like Laza- 
rus shalt riBo. 

Thy pale, pale face, my Country, yet shall flush 
with ripening bloom, 

As Nature’s color kindles when the broath of 
Spring doth come. 

Oh T come thou Spring of promise ; mighty Hopo, 

* put forth thy hand, 

And build thy arch of triumph for the dear old 
Motherland. 

The Birds that follow Summer, they come and they 
depart, 

For tho Land of my love, and the home of my 

* heart : 

9 
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And, like a wounded Bird, my spirit tremh} 
tho wind, 

And flutters dow n and they are gohe, and 
left behind 1 

O my Dov clots m tho not ’ O tho spoiler’s bloody 
hand f 

And I so far aw ay from the dear old Motherland)! 

Sometimes when lift* is daikost, a glory bursts its 
elouins, 

As Lightning thro’ the startled night, the face ot 
things illumes ; 

A sudden splendor smites me, and ere the thunders 
roll, # 

T see thy faeo look radiant thro’ the darkness of 
my soul 1 

And thou ait sitting at the foot of Freedom, great 
and grand. 

Thy children happy in thy smile, thou dear old 
Motherland. 

O thou among the nations, for thy might shalt yet 
lie therm d, 

Thy fatal curse of Beauty by Love’s blessing all 
redeemed ! 

The red wounds where they piei< si thee, shall to 
sears of glory turn,* 

And in thy tearful eyes the light of boundless life 
„ shall bum 1 

The heaven^ are Idled with Maityrs, but the earth 
still holds a band 

Who moot in battle yet for the dear old Motlieiland. 

Oh ? many are the gallant hearts will ne\er answer 
when 

Thy clarion-cry shall call us up to the field again 1 

And many are the tears must fall, and prayers go 
up to God, , 

But swift the vintage ripens, and the wine-press 
shall be trod ! 
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# 

m Harvest reddens rich for death 1 the Reapers 
’^AeleMh the hand, 

4 Aria Victory comes to wed his bride, tlion dear old 
Motherland. 


TELEL LORDS OF LAND AND MONEY. 


Sons of Old England, from the sod, 
Uplift the noble brow ’ 

Gold apes a mightier power than God, 
And wealth is woisnipt now 1 
In all these toil-ennobled lands 
Yo have no henta »o 

They snatch the huifc of youthful hands, 
The staff hom weaiy age. 

O tell them m their Palaces, 

These Lords of Land and Money 1 
They shall not kill the poor like bees, 

To rob them of Life’s honey. 


Thro* long dark years of blood and tears, 
We’ve toil’d like branded slaves. 

Till Wrong’s red hand hath made a land 
Of paupers, prisons, graves 1 
But our long-sufferance endeth now, 
Within the souls of men 
The fruitful buds of promise blow, 

. And Freedom lives again * 

0 tell them in their Palaces, 

Theso Lords of Land and Money l 
They shall npt kill the poor like bees, 

To rob them of Life’s honey. 


Too long have Lalxir’B nobles knelt 
Before exalted “ Rank , ” 

Within our souls the Iron is felt — 
e hear our fatten elspik ! 



132 


THE DfiSERTEft FROM THE CAUSE* * 


A glorious voice goes throbbing forth 
From millions stirring now, 

Who yet before these Gods of earth 
Shall Stand w ith unblencht brow. 

O tell them m then P.ilaces, 

These Lords of Land and Money ! 
They shall not kill the poor like bees, 
To 10b them of Lite's honey. 


THE DESERTER FROM TIIE CAUSE. 

He is gone hotter so. We should know who stand 
under 

Om .Banner let none but the trusty remain 1 

For there's stern w ork at hand, and the time comes 
shall sundci 

The shell fiom the peail, and the clialT from the 
gram \ 

And the heart that thro’ danger and death will be 
dutiful — 

Soul that with Cranmcr in fire would Bliake 
hands ; 

With a Life, like a palace- home built for the 
Beautiful , 

Freedom of all her Belo\td demands 1 

He is gone from us ! Yet shall we march on vic- 
torious, 

Hearts burning like Beacons — eyes fixt on the 
Goal r 

And if we fhll fighting, we fall like the Glorious ; l " 

With face to the Stars, and all heaven m the soul ! 

And aye tor the brave stir of battle we'll barter 

Tho sword of life sheatht in the peace of the 
grave . 

And better the fieriest fate of the Martyr, 

L Than live like the Coward, and die like the 
Slave ! 
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THEY ARE BUT GIAN KJ WHILE WE 

' KNEEL. 

1* 

Good People ! pub no faith in Kings, nor in your 
Princes tiust, 

Who break your hearts for bread, and grind your 
luces in the dust » 

The Palace Paupeis look from lattice high and 
mock your prayer . 

The Champions of the Christ arc dumb, or golden 

, bit they wear f 

0 but to see ye bend no moio to earth’s cume*- 
curscd things — 

Ye are God’s Oracles stand forth ! be Nuturo’s 
Priests and Kings » 

Ye fight and bleed, while Fortune's darlingp slink 
m splendid lair ; 

With In lb that crawl, like worms through buried 
Beauty’s golden hair 1 — 

A talo of lives wrung out in tears their Grandeur's 
garb revoals. 

And the last sobs of breaking hearts sound in their 
Chariot-wheels 1 

O league yo — crush the things that kill all love 
and liberty ! 

They arc but Giants while wo knee 1 : On* leap, 

AND oo We* 

Trust not to tho Priests, their tears arc lies, their 
hearib are hard ami cold , 

They lead yo to sweet pastures, where they fleece 
the foolish fold • 

JJEhe Church and State are liukt and sworn to deso- 
late the land : 

Good people, ’twixt these foxos tails, W e’ll fling a 

» * fiery orand l 
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Up, if ye will bo freo, to golden calves no longer 
bow : 

The nations yearn for liberty — the World iseaa> 
nest now ’ 

Tour bent-knee is half way to hell f — Up, Servile*, 
* from the dust ’ 

Tho Har\ebt of the freo red-upens for the sickle- 
thrust. 

They’ro quaking now, and shaking now, who’v© 
wrought the hint ling sorrow, 

To-day the desolaters, but the desolate To-morrow ! 

Loud 0Y1 the ir murder’s menace wakes tho watch- 
woid of tho Free 

They arc but (hants while wo kneel One leap, 
ami ur co W h f 


Some bravest patriot-liearts have gone, to break 
lieyond the Sea, 

And many in the dungeon ha\e died for you and 
me ’ 

And still wo glut tho Merciless — give all Life's 
glory up. 

That stus ol dime, and winking eyes, may cioWn 
then re\el-cup ’ 

Back, tramplois on the Many ! Death and Danger 
aiubusht lie , 

Bow lie ye, or the Vood may run 1 the patient 
people ciy 

Ah 1 shut not o it tho bght of hope, or wo may 
blindly dash, 

Like Sams m m his strong death-gropq, and whelm 
ye m tho L*ash , 

Think how they spurned the People mad, that old 
lldgimo or France, 

Wlios 1 he ids like poppies from Death’s Scythe fell 
m a bloody dunce 

Ye plead m \ain, ye bleod in vain, ah’ Blind! 
will ye see 

bpl Giants while we kneel? One leap, 

sBdtttl GO Wb. 
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® le merry flowers are bpringing from our last-yea* 
Martyis* mould, 

A# their dreams had txktn blossom telling what 
they would have told , 

Of all our 1 tin bowed Future and what this earth 
shall bo, 

When we have baitcred blows and bonds for life 
and lilx rty. 

Ah* what a face of gloiy shall the woaiy world 
putou, 

When Lovo is crowned, ind ^hill king the he ufc its 
royal throne f 

O wo shall se* our dealings smile, — w ho mu t us 
tearful now, — 

Ere the Eternal mom breaks gi ay , on the Beloved s 
brow 

And Love shall give the kiss ol Death no more to 
those we love. 

And pride, pot sbame, shall flush the face of our 
hoai t-nestlmg Do\e 

Eouse, JL'itang, scale th’ Olympus win re the hin- 
deung 'fyiants be 

They are nut Giants while weknul 0\i iiai*, 
*nj> ire go We. 


THE CRY OF THE UNTHPLOkED. 

’Tis lutrd, ’tig hard to wander on through this 
bright world of ours, 

Beneath a sky of smiling blue, on \elvet piths of 
Aowers, 

With music in the woods, as there were nought but 
joyaunco known, 

Or Angel? walkt earth’s solitudes, and yet with 
want to groan, 
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Toisee no beauty in the stats, nor in God’s radiant;/ 
smile, 

To wail and wander misery-curst ! willing, but 
cannot toil. 

There’s burning sickness at my heart, I sink down 
famished ! 

God of the wretched, hear my prayer : I would 
that 1 were dead ! 

Heaven droppeth down with manna stil) in many 
a golden show’r. 

And feeds the leaves with fragrant breath, with 
r silver dew the flow’r. v 

There’s honeyed fruit for bee and bird, with bloom 
, laughs out the tree, 

And fdod for all God’s happy things 5 but none 
gives food to mo. 

Earth, deckt with Plenty’s garland- crown, smiles 
on my aching eye, -* 

The purse-proud, — swathed in luxury, — disdain- 
ful pass mo by : 

I’ve eager hands, and earnest heart — but may npt 
work for broad ! 

God of the wretched, hear my prayer: I would 
that I were dead ! 

Gold, art thou not a blessed thing : a charm above 
all other, 

To shut up hearts to Nature’s cry, when brother 
pleads with brother? 

Hast thou a music sweeter than the voice of loving- 
kindness ? 

No ! curse thee, thou’rt a mist ’twixt God and men 
in outer blindness. 

“ Father, come back!” my children cry; their 
voices, once so sweet, 

Now quiver lance-like in my bleeding heart! I 
cannot meet 
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The looks that make the brain go mad, for deafe { 
ones asking bread — 

God of the wretched, bear my prayer; I would 
that I were dead f 

Lord I what right have the poor to wod? Love’s 
for the gilded great : 

Are they not form’d of nobler clay, who dino off 
golden plate ? 

*Tis thd worst curse of Poverty to have a feeling 

heari- 

Why can I not, with iron-grasp, tear out the ten- 
der part? 

I cannot slave in yon Bastille 1 , ah no, ’t wore bit- 
terer pain, 

To wear the Pauper’s iron within, than drag the 
ConvK t’s chum. 

I ’d work but cannot, starve I may, hut will not 
beg for bread 

God ot the wretched, hoar my prayer I would 
that l were dead 1 


I LOVE MY LOVE. AJsD MY LOVE 
LOVES ME. 

The life of life’s when for another we’re lning, 
Whose spirit responds to ours like a sweet Psalter ; 
When hcait-smilos are burning, and iiamc-woids 
out-giwng 

Tbo fire we hu\o lit on her heart’s holy Altar ! 

0 Love, God’s religion ! Love, burning and s tar- 

ried ! 

The soul must be beautiful where thou art pal- 
ace d , 

1 mark whero thy kiss-seal is set on the forehead, 

I know where thy dew of heaven’s riohlieet 
chaliced. 
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A That radiant brow breaketh thro 5 cloud and world-, 
4 stain, , 

And strong is that soul in the battle of Duty ; 
Smiling May-sunshino thro’ Life’s Winter-rain, 

All outer things clothing with inner world beau- 
ty * 

’Tis writ in the faco, whose heart singeth for 
glee, 

u I love my Lovo, and my Love loves me,” 


Oneo I was a-weary of life anti the world. 

And the voice of Delight on my heart fell ac- 

CUifct, 

And my eyes oft with tear-drops unweetingly 
poaifd, 

I had no one to lovo, tho’ with Love my heart 
burst 

Then on me a sweet dream of Paradise stole — 
Turn’d to ladiance the shadows thfct bunded 
around me , 

And walking the gaidens that Eden my soul, 

One morning, my Lovo, like anothor Eve, found 

met 

She lookt, and a maelstrom of joy whirled my 
bosom , 

She smile d, and in} h< mg ian bliss to tho brim : 

She spike, and my eag< r lu u t flush t into blossom ; 
Doar Heaven 1 ’t »vas the music st t to my Life*B 
h} ran f 

And up went ray soul to God, shouting for 
glee — 

“ J love Love, and my Lovo lo\cs me.” 


I know, Love of mine T time may nev ermorfe *bring 
Back the lost freshness that clad my \ oung ht art : 
But, looking on tliee, d< ar 1 sweet thoughts will 
up-spring, 

As from the cold tomb tho green verdure will 
start ’ 
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1 look in thine eyes, and, 0 joy to the \yeepejr f 
+ Their love-light makes sunshine of all my dark 
fears , 

And what mode my hoait faint, lifts it now, a 
strong leaner ! 

And rivers of bliss flood its channels of tears. 

I had deem’d its wealth flung on sands barren and 
burning* 

And sweet *tis to find my Life's current again. 

Caught up in thy Love’s precious chalice — re- 
turning 

Like dew that hath been to heaven, dropping in 
rain. 

And my heart’s perpetual hymn shill be, 

“ 1 love my Love, and my Love lo\es me.” 


THE THREE VOICES. 

A wailing voice comes up a desolate raul, 
Drearily, drearily, diearily! 

Where mankind have trodden the by-way of blood, 
Woarily, weanly, weaul) 1 
Like a sound from the Dead Sea all shrouded in 
glooms. 

With breaking of hearts, fetters clanking, men 
groaning, 

Or choruB of Ravens, that croak among tombs. 

It comes with the mournfuliest moaning : 

“ Weep, weep, weep 1 ” 
Yoke-fellows, listen, 

. Till tearful eyes glisten : 

’Tis the voice of the Past . the dark, grim-featured 
Past, 

All sad as the shriek of the midnight blast : 

Weep, weep, w*‘ep. 


14D the mix# voices. 

0 wash out the red, ted stain, 

Where earth hath been fatted 
, By brave hearts that rotted. 

And 1 life ran a deluge of hot, bloody rain : 

Weep, •weep, weep 

Another voice comes from the millions tbat bend, 1 
Tearfully, tearfully, tearfully l 
From hoarts •which tho scourges of Slavery rend, 
Fearfully, fearfully, fearfully 1 
From many a -worn, noble spirit that breaks. 

In the world’s solemn shadows adown in Life’s 
* valleys, 

From Mine, Forge, and Loom, trumpet-tonguod it 
awakes,* 

On tho soul wberoin Liberty rallies 
“ Woik, work, work ” 

Yoke-fellows, listen, 
r J ill earnest e$ es glisten • 

’Tib the voice oi the Present It bids us, my broth- 
ers, 

Be Freemen and then for the freedom of others 
AV ork, woik, work ! 

For the Many a holocaust long to tlio Few . 

O work while ye may 1 
O work while His day 1 
And cling to each otli^r, united and tine 
Work, work, work. 

There cometh another voice sw<h test ot all, 
Clioorily, cheerily, cheerily’ 

And my heart leapoth up at its glorious call. 
Merrily, merrily, mernly 1 
It comes like the soft touch of Spring-tide, un- 
wartung 

Tho thrall of oppression that bound us : > 

It comes Uko a choir of the Seraphim, harping 
Thoir gladsomest music around us : 
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“ Hope, hope, hope f M 
Yoke-fellows, hsttn, 

TiU gleeful eyes glisten 

’IV the voice of the Future, the sweetest of all, 
That makes the heart leap to its glorious call 
Hope, hope, hope 1 

Brothers, step foith m the Fu tine's 'tan, 

Foi the woist is past, 

Right conquers it last. 

And the bottox da$ dawns upon buffering man 
Hope, Ik pc, hope. 


11IR WORKER 

I cvui not a eursi though hoin birth lie mhint 
The tc u hi tt( i Inc id ind the stingm 0 s of sc >m, 
If the min bo but one of God s nibloN in spmt, — 
Though penniless, richly mill'd, — luaitsoine, 
though worn — 

And w ill not fox golden bribo lout it or flattei , 

But clings to the Right lye, is steel to the pxh 
He may swt it at the ilou ft h, loom, or anvil, no 
iu\tt<r, 

I’ll own lum the man tli it is deir to my soul 

His hand maybe hard, aud his rumeut be tat- 
tei’d. 

On straw p diet nightly his wear} limbs rest 
If his brow wear the stamp of a spmt unfittex’d, 
I’m mining at once for the gems in Ins breast 
Givo me the tiue iu m, who will feir nit nor filter. 
Though Want be his guerdon, the Workhouse his 
goil, 

Till his heait has burnt out upon Liberty's Altar 
For this is the man I hold dear to my soul 
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tiearts, in this br&re wdfrld of blessing® anS 
beauty, 

Aye scorn the poof splendor of loseL and lurkor ; 

> And Toil is ci cation's crown, woiship is duty, 

And greater than Gods in old days is the Worker, 
For us the wealth-laden world luboreth ever ; 
t IW x\B harvests rinon, winds blow, waters roll ; 
“Ahd toja who gives back in his might of endeavor, 
I*U Cherish, — a man ever dear to my spuJU 


- THE AWAKENING OF THE PEOPLE. 

O swMEff is the fair face of Nature, when Spring 
With lining flow ei -rainbow in glory hath spaun'd 
Hill and dale , and the music of birds on the wmg 
Makes e n tli seem a beautiful faery land 1 
And dear is our hrstdove’s young spirit-wei bride. 
With her meek eyes just sheathing m tender 
eclipse, 

When the sound of our \oicc calls her heart’s 
ruddy tide, 

Up-rushing in beauty to melt on Tier lips. 

But Earth has no sight hall so glorious to see, 

As a People up-girding its might to be ft go. 

To see men awake from the slumber of ages, 

With bx-ows grim tiom labor, and hands hard 
and tan, 

Start up living heroes, the droamt-uf by Sages * 
And smlto with strong arm the oppressors of 
man 

To see them come dauntb^ss forth ’mid the world’s 
warring, 

biaves of the midnight-mine ! serfs of tho sod ! 
jShow how the Eternal within them is stirring. 

And never more bend to a crowned clod : 
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Dear Ood 1 *tis a flight for Immortals to see,~- 
A People up-girding its might to be free. 

Battle on bravely, <> sons of humanity T 

Dash down the < up from your lips, O ye Toilers f 
Too long liatli the world bled foi Tyrants’ insani- 
ty — 

Too long our weakness been strength to our 
spoilers. 

For Freedom and Right, gallaut hearts, wrestle 
e\er. 

And speak ye to others the proud: words that 
w on ye 

Your rights conqm r’d once, shall bo wrong from 
yon m\ti , 

O bittk on hi lively , the woild’s eyis are on ye , 
And Barth hath no sight half so glouous to see, 

\s a People up-giiding its might to In Uu* ' 


PKISS ON. 

Press on, press on, ye Ruleis, in the roused world’s 
foil* aid ti uk 

It mo\ts too suio foi to put the clock of Fieo- 
dom bat k ! 

Wo’ro githc ung up from near and far, with souls 
in Iki^ glow, 

And Bight doth baie its arm of might, to bjriug the 
spoil* is low. 

Kings, Piicsts, yo’re far too costly, and we woaiy 
of your iule , 

We crown no rnoio <c Bniiitty,” wheie Nature 
writetli “ Fool r ” 

Ye must not b&r oui glorious path as in the days 
agon© ; 

We know that God made Mon, not Princes, Kings, 
or Priests. — Press on 1 
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Press on, press on, ah ! u Nobles ! 99 ye havp play’d 
a daring game ; 

Bat your star of strength is foiling, fades the preeh 
tigo of your name 

Too long have ye been fed and nurst on human 
blood and tears ; 

The naked truth is known, and Labor leaps tp lift, 
and swears 

His pride of strength to bloated Else he will no 
longor givo : 

For all who live should labor ; u Lords,” then all 
Who work might live 1 

The combat comes 1 make much of wliat ye’ve 
wrung from Fatherland ! 

Press on, press on 1 To-day wo plead, To-morrow 
wo’ll command. 

Press on * a million pa upor-fo reheads bend in Mis- 
ery’s dust ; 

God’s champions of tho goldi n Truth still cat the 
mouldy crust . 

This damning curse of Tyrants must not kill the 
nation Vhcart ; 

The spirit in a million Slaves doth pant on fire to 
start, 

And strive to mond the world, and walk in Free- 
dom’s march sublime ; 

While myriads sink heai t-broken, and the land 
o’ers warms with crime. 

“ O God 1 ” they cry, “ we die, we die, and see no 
earnest wdn ! 99 

Brothers, join hand and heart, and in the work 
press on, press on 1 
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MERRY CHRISTMAS EVE. 

Murky Chribtmajd Evo ’ in the Palace whore 
knavery 

Crowds all the treasures the lair world can ren- 
der : 

Where spirits grow rusted in silkenost slavery, 

And life is out-panted, in sloth, and in splendor : 

In gladness and glory, Wealth's darlings were 
mooting, 

And jewel -cluspt fingers linkt softly again ; 

New friendships were twining, and old friends were 
greeting. 

And twin hearts grew one, in God's golden love- 
chain. 

M ovrry ChristinnB Eve ! in a poor man's giim hotel, 
Tin re huddled in bih nco a famish in family ; 

CMiun h-hi lit. were laughing m musical level, 

Tin y heord the loud mockery, with brow a throb- 
bing clammily ; 

All in tho merry time there they eat, mourning — 
Two sons — two brotluus — in penal chains 
bleeding , 

Their hearts wandered forth to the nover**eturning, 
Who rose on their vision, pale, haggard, and 
pleading. 

Merry Christmas Evo 1 for the rich, as in duty, 
Taste pander'd and ruby wino wooM on the 
board, 

Eyes smiled in feign’d glory, on birth, and on 
beauty ; 

And lying lips flatter'd the Mammonite lord. 

Love-kisses sobp’d out, ’twKt the rollic and lout, 
And Hope went forth, rcaping-i u long-proinist 
treasure. 

10 



140 CniUST^AS EVE. 

What matt >r, tho’ hearts might be breaking with*, 
out? . r / 

Their groans wore unheard in the palace <rf 
pleasure. 

Merry CluNtin is R>o 1 but tho stricken ones heard 
No noighboily wchoinc, no kind voice of kin; 

They lookt at etch other, but spake not a word. 
While through device, and nanny, tho sleet 
dni tod in. 

In a de«ohit rt cm nor, one. hungeiskill’d, l«y. 

And the mother’s hot tears neie the hobom-lmbc's 
food. 

What inir\i 1, (> St it( -un* n, what marvel, I pray, 
Siuli wh *iy nuihoth Crime's dark vip**r-)>rooa ? 

O in< n, ang l-imagod in Naim c's fair mint, 

\nd is it tor this, yo were 1 isluomd divine? 

All, win * ’s the g >d-"t imp — hum >i*tulity‘s print l 
We ait tyi an U and slaves, knit m one toiturcd 
tw i»e 

That a few, like to gods, may strid< oyer the earth. 
Millions, horn to liiart-murdi r, no giuu in 
pawn ; 

When Will the world quicken fir Liberty’s birth. 
Which she waiteth, with eager wings batting the 
dawn ? 

False Priest*. dare yc say ’tis the will ol your God, 
(And fd’rotid the Christ’s message in dark so- 
1 histry,) 

Tliat these millions of paupers should bow to tho 
sod ? 

Up, up, trampled hearts, it's a lie ! it’s a lie ! 

They may carve “ State ” and “ Altar ” in charac- 
ters golden. 

But Tyr imij V sj mbols are ceasing to win ; 

Be stirring, O people, your scroll is unfolden. 

And bright be the deeds ye cmblaion therein. 
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^ ALL'S IUGI1T WITH TIIE WORLD. 

Swieft Pliospbor tucks to a biiule the brow of 
heaven, 

Dawn's golden spnngs surge into floods of day, 
Lush-leavy woods bitak into singing, Kuth 
Prom dewy duk lolls round lnrhaliny side, 

And all gots light, and meiiil^ , with the world. 

Spring with a tender beauty clothes the earth, 
Happy, and jewelled like i sumptuous Bride, 

As tho’ she Knew no sorrow — held no grave 
No glory duns for all the heirt* that break, 

And all gof's light, and ineinly, with the woild 

Birds sing as swoitlv on tho blossom M bough*, 
Suns mount as ioyu\ly their sapplme tin oik, 

Stais bud m goigi ous gloom, and hui v sts yield, 

As tho’ man nestled m the lun of Lo\e 

All, all goes right, and merrily, with tho world. 

But slip this silken-folded mask aside. 

And lo, Hell w< Iters at our very toot 1 
Tho Poor are muidcr'd body and soul, the Rich 
In Pleasure’s < h tin e molt their pearl of life 1 
Ay, all goes light, and meirily, with the world. 

Lean out into the looming Future, mark 
The battle roll i< ross the night to come 1 
** See how we jiglit our Wrongs at last,” R e\ engo 
Writes with red radianee on the midnight heaven . 
Yet, all goes right, and merrily, with the world. 

So Sodom, grim old Reveller 1 went to death. 
Voluptuous Music throbh’d thio’ all htr courts, 
Mirth wantouM at her heart, ono pulse licfore 
Pir^-tongiu s told out her bloody tale of Vvrong, — 
And. &U went right, and morrily, with the world 



4 £ HAUNT. 


148 


SONG. 


Gaily the Sun woos tin Sjmng for life bride, 

W ith kisses all warm and golden ; 

Till the life at her heart slio no longer may hide. 
And tho wealth ot her love is unfolden. 

With kisses, sweet kisses, tho mellow Rains start 
The virgin flowers a-blossom : 

And ripen their beauty till fragrant lips part. 

And Love’s jewel gleams rich in thoir bosom. 

Faint with love wingeth tho -wantoning Wind, 

And yearns as its heart were a-breaking, 

And kisses sweet kisses, till buds be untwined , 
And the young leaves all are awaking. 

The wrinkled old Sea sidles up the sands. 

And lavishes kisses in showeis 
Op the Jfiarth, till the Gray -beard’s young darling 
stands 

All dressed in her bridal flowers ! 

And there’s nothing so dainty-sweet in life, 

As to kis$ the Mo id glowing and tender, 

Till the heart of the Wife givoth up in the strife, 
Full-flowerjag in Love’s spl< ndor. 


A OTIALNT. 

Earth like a Lover poor and low 
Feasts on Night’s queenly beauty now ; 
While I, with burning heart and brow, 
Awake to weep for thee, Lpvo ! 



suno. 


149 


Tlio spangled glories of the Night, 

The Moon that walks in soit, white light, 
These cannot win my cliarindd sight. 

Or lure a thought from thoe, Lrovc ! 

Vta thinking o’er the short, sweet hoar. 

Our hearts drank up I *ove’s grow th of power. 
And Bimamer’il as in Eden’s bower, 

When I wits blest with thee, Love ! 
There buru’d no beauty on the trees. 

There woke no song of biids or bees, 

But Love’s cup for us hold no lees. 

And i was blest with thee, Love. 

Then grand and golden fancies spring 
From out my heart on sph ndid wing. 

Like Chrysalis from Life’s wintering, — 

Burst bright and summer mgTy , Love ! 
And as a Chief of battle lost 
Counts, and recounts his stricken host. 

Stands tearful Memory making most 

Of all that’s toucht with thee. Love. 

Perchance in Pleasure’s brilliant bower 
Thy heart may halt forgot Love’s power. 

But at this htill and starry hour 

Does it not turn to me. Love ? 

O, by all pangB for thy sweet sake, 

In my deep love thy heart-thirst slake. 

Or, all-too-fuli, my heart must break * 

Break 1 break ! with loving thee, Love ! 


SONG. 

O &ay thy hand in mine, dear I 

We’re -growing old, we’re growing old ; 

But Time has brought no sign, dear, 

That hearts grow cold, that hearts grow cold 
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ENGLAND GOES TO BATTLE, 


’Tis long, long since our new love 
Made life divine, made life divine ; 

Blit age cnrichoth. true love. 

Like noble wine, like noble wine. 

And lay thy check to mine, dear. 

And take thy rest, and take thy rest ; 

Aline arms around thee twine, dear, 

And make thy nest, and make thy nest. 

A many cares are pressing 

On this dear head, on this dear head ; 

But Sorrow’s hands in blessing 
Are surely laid, are surely laid 

O lean thy life on mine, dear 1 

’Twill shelter thee, ’twill shelter thee. 

Thou wert a winsome \ine, dear, 

Ori my young tree, on mv young tree 

And so, till boughs aie leafless. 

And S<Jng-birds flown, and Song-birds flown, 

Wo’li twine, then lay ns, grieflobs, 

Together down, together down. 


ENGLAND GOES TO BATTLE. 

Now, glory to our England. 

Ae she rides, calm and grand, 

With the ancient spirit in her eyes, — 

The good Sword in her hand 1 
Our royal right on battle-ground. 

Was aye to bear the brunt 
Ho! brave heart 1 for one passionate bound, 
And take thy place in front 1 
Now glory to our England. 

As she rises, calm and grand, 

With the ancient spirit in her eyes — 

The good Sword in her hand ! 
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Who would not fight for England ? 

Who would not fling a life 
I’ the ring, to meet a Tyrant’s gage. 
And glory in the -tide > 

Her atom, is thorny, lmfc do^t burst 
A glorious Kobe a-top f 
Arid shall our dear Kom? wither ? First 
We*U drain life’s dearest drop 1 
Who would not fight for England ? 

Who w'ould not fling a life 
I* the ring, to meet a Tyrant's gage, 
And gloiy in the strife? 

To battle goes our England, 

All as gallant and as gay 
As Liner to the Altar, on 
A meny niarri ige day 
A weary night she stood to wateli 
The hat tie-dawn up-i oil’d , 

And Iki spirit leaps within, to match 
The noble deeds of old. 

To battle goes our England, 

All as gallant and as gay # 

As lover to the Altar, on 
A merry marriage-day. 

Now , fair befall our England , 

On hei pi ond and perilous road 
And w oe and wail to those who make 
Her foot- prints rod with blood f 
Up with onr red-cross banner, — roll 
A thunder-peal of drums f 
Fight on thoic, every valiant soul, 

And courage f England comes l 
Now fair befall our England, 

On her pioud and perilous road : 
And woo and wail to those who make 
Her foot-prints red with bipod ! 
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Now, victory to our JOngland 1 
And where’er she lifts her hand 
In Freedom's light, to rt setae Right, 

God bl<ss tho ihar OU1 Land f 
And whtti the Moi m has pass’d away. 

In gloiy aud in calm, 

May she sit down i’ the green a’ the day. 
And sing her pcaeclnl psalin r 
Now, victory to oui England 1 
And whfie’er she lilts htr hand 
In Freedom's hglit, to rescue Ri^ht, 

God bless tin dear Old Land 1 
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DEDICATION 


TO 

WILLIAM STIRLING, ESQ., OF EEIIt, M P. 

FOE PERTH 

Mr dear Sir, 

I venture to inscribe this book with your name : 
but for you it might not have been written. It 
fallB short of what 1 hail thought to accomplish in 
my plan ; hot do I print from any wish of mine to 
publish hastily. But the truth is, I have had to 
stand siege in “ Craigerook Castle.” Surrounded 
by hostile circumstances, its defence has been a 
light f™' T »fo, foot by foot, and day by day v 
also, has death boon Amongst the little $&&&&&* 
striking his silent blows We are tb 

capitulate, — I trust, on no diehono^g^fc^jfishns ; 
although we may not march out with Jilt fjjgfc pride 
and pjoan of anticipation's triumph. < 

I pray you accept of this second effort as my 
best for the time being. In other years, God 
willing, 1 may win a touch more certain, and a 
larger icach, upon a harp of tonsor strings 
I am, in^ dear Sir, 

Respectfully yours, 

GERALD MASSEY. 
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Life is at most a Meeting and a Parting ; 

A glimpse into the world of Might-have-been. 
And standing rapt on some new-trodden hoighfc, 
W e long to build a tabernacle there. 


A sudden glorious glimpse, a nestling face, 

Will bid the kingly moment live for ever. 

Ah, could wo paint their picture in the mind, 
And breathe the bitted breath of Beauty back ! 


We think how on some heavenly day the! 
Gathered his glory for a grand repose ; ** 

And with her folding stillness Eve 
So inoek and shadowy, bringing h0 
While Angela walkt our garden of i 
IIow on a summer mom the dewy l 
In sunny England kist us with the j # ^ 

Of their green mouths, and took us in cool arntf^ 
Or, jn a wondrous Moonlight long ago, * * 

The face of early Love upturned to us 
Two human sfcais that swam m bridal di w , 



With brow of viigm white, and chuks uarm 
touch ; 

The full heart's sweetness paiting young red lips ; 
And, caugh£by sweet surprise o’ the tender time. 
Our Umty half forgot her veiling cloud, 

And pure soul all in silent boauty smiled. 



So Memory maketh rich the house of life. 

Where our groat* moments c >1110 as gorgeous gbee ifi. ; 
At Fancy 0 touch the walls with rue tines bloom, 
And rosy recollections use aiouna 

Even 00 I linger o’er iny perfi ct d ly , 

Whose fruitlul round ol ripe 1 nd 1 lowdid life 
In its sole gloiy summi d a goldi n igi , 

Whose a tii red precipit it* awe ( t< ns ill ny days , 
Whoso wluspenng nn mory cuiui th like an air 
Of hean|n wafting wuini immortal bro-ith , 

Then leaves me softly as the Doit of Day, 

That 'shakes down dew* of freshness as it goes 


II. 

In that sweet season when the Year is gieen. 

And hearts grow merry as sprmg-gi oves lull of 
birds, 

White lute for pleasure ripples as it runs , 

fiartb putteth foith thr lovely things 
tlroanung thiough long winter 

Takhi^Hpip^ay-tldd in a golden swim, 

.Her MnfebeS&jnt singing fen tin flooding choir , 
*«|aid field andf forest clothi d in t< mkr h if, 

SHdtorr alter sWowm , out-smile a livelier gm n , 

^ With dainty co|Or the kindling c ountry dawns , 
Death lu th low’ 1 ; his hidden lootpimts bloom , 
/Upon his grivo Lite dances all m 11 >\vcrs 
And lying shtll-hke on our slioie o’ t)u world, 
Tuinkmg to music pi xyed by hidden hands, 

We aie caught up to listening iw of 3 Ita\cn, 

That leanoth down mat< mal ineik to hear 
Our mm 1 murmurs of the < ti mal sea « 

Theft Ciaigcrook puts its budding glory On 
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An emerald Eden nestling in the l^orth • 

To which the mariner worn on life’s salt wave, * 
Might point his prow and find a conqueror's hoihe ; 
And storm-tost Love-up-ibld his wearied wings. 
Warm on the bosom of mell iiluous Host. 

A happy island in a sea of green, 

Smiling it lies beneath the u/urc heaven, 

Well pleased, and conscious that each wave and 
wind 

Is tempered kindly or with blessing rich : g 
And all the quaint cloiid-mesflcugers that Grafts 
Voyaging the blue glory’s summer sea 
In barks of beauty, built o' the powdery pearl. 
Soil, shining, sumptuous. Mown by languid breath. 
Touch tenderly, or drop With ripeness down. 
Spring builds her Iehfy nest for birds and flowers. 
And folds it round luxuriant as the Vine 
Whose gi apt s are ripe wlljh Wine of merry cheer 
The Summer burmrfie# richest incense there, 
Swung from the censors of her thousand flowers 
lirou.* Autumn comes o’er seas of glorious gold ? 
And there old Winter keeps some greenth of heart, 
\V lion on his head the snowc Of age are white. 

s ** *• * a * 

Mid glimpsing greenery at the biU-fbot 
The castle with its tiny town of towers? ' * 

A smiling Murtvr to tlie climbing strength 
Of l\y that will crown the old bald head, ' 
And Host e» that will mask him merry and youhg. 
Like an old Man with Children round his kneefir. 
With cups of color reeling Roses rise 
On walls and hushes, red and yellow' and white ; 

A dunce arid da^le of Roses rungo all round. 

The path runs down ahd peeps out in the lane 
That loiters on by fields of wheat and bean, 

TtU the whit^gleami 1 i g road wind* city-ward. 
Afar, in floods of sunshine blinding w r hitc, 
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Uhe City Both in its quiet pride, 

With castled crown, looking on Towns and Shires* 
And JJiJls from which cloud-highlands climb wc 
heavens k 

A happy thing in glory smiles the Firth ; 

Its flowing azure winding like an aim 
Around the warm waist of the yielding Lind. 


III. 

I ftosis betimes upon my day of days ; 

Thtovgh faery forests of the lady fern, 

Went up the wooded height to sec the Dawn, 

That new, eternal Picture fresh from God, 

Quicken and color into perfect life. 

Quietly, quietly slept the world beside 
The sepulchre of the dark, till Light awoke. 

The haunting spa it of each lonely place 
Seemed passing through the still and solemn wood. 
What breath of life the breeze of morning blew 1 
What dewy smell and after senso of showers 
Came hissing like rich airs from secret shores 
To those who sail into the eternal daw n T 
Bird after bird the sweet sharp stillness stined, 

As Earth were warbling some ntw tun* of joy 
With which her heart gusli t, and its radiant o fired 
Her face, as she arrayed to meet the mom. 

The meek end melting amethyst of dawn 
Blusbt o’er the blue hills in the ring «>’ the world ; 
Up purple twilights came the goldm sea # 

Oi sunlight breaking in a silent surgt ; 

And Morning like tho birth of Beauty rdso, * 
With sunny music up the sparkling heaven. 

While, at a rosy touch, the clouds that lay 
In sullen purples round the hills of Fife, / 
Adown her pathway spread their cloaks of gpld * 
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The sllvory-gropn-arid-violut Sheen o’ the sea 
Changed into shifting opal tinct with gold: 

And like an Alchymist with furnace-face, 

The sun smiled on his perfect work, pure gold. 

The breath of Dawn brought God’s good-morning 
kiss 

To bud and leaf and flower, and human hearts 
That like pond-lilies open heavenward eyes. 

Hwoot lilies of the valley, tremulous fair, 

Peep through their. curtains claspt with diamond 
dew 

By faery jewellers working while they slept ; 

The arch Laburnum droops her budding gold 
From emerald Angers, with such taking grace : 

The Fuschia tires her fairy chandelry, 

Ami flowering Currant crimsons the green gloom : 
The Pansies, pretty little puritans, 

Como peering up with merry elvish eyes : 

At Summer's call the Lily is alight * 

Wall -(lowers in fragrance burn themselves away 
With tih; sweet Season on her precious pyre; 

Pure passionate aromas of the Rose, 

And purple perfume of the Hyacinth, 

Come like a color thro" the golden day. 

A summer soul is in the Limes ; they stand 
Low murmuring honied things that wing forth 
J3e *s ; 

Their busy whisperings done, the Plane-trees hush ! 
But lo, a warm wind winnowing odor-rain 
Goes breathing by, and there they curtsey meek. 
Or toss their locks in frolic wantonnoss, 

While a great gust of joy runs shivering thro’ 
, thorn ; 

All the leaves thrill and sparkle wild as wings. 
Voluptuously riponing in the sun, 

Tho Meadows swell their bosom plump wiili life. 
To pasture sauntering sheep, and ruminant kino ; 

^ And Kingcups spread their tiny laps to take 
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The lavish largess showered down from heaven ; 
And, garnering the warm gold, nod and laugh* 

The Birds low-crooning o’er their sweet bpring* 
tunes 

Still touch them with a riper luxury 

That Blackbird with the wine of joy is mellow, ' 

And in *his song kei ps laughing, he *> so jolly, 

To think how summer pulps the fruit for him. 

His Apple*tree hath felt Die ruddying breath 
•Of May upon her yielding lcaiy lips, 

And broke in kisses trembling for delight ; 

Look how her red heart blushes warm ui white ! 
Deep after doop the generous heart of Spring, 

So golden-full of glad days, flush t in bloom, 

Ripe writb all sweetness. 

Crown us, lusty lea'ses* 

Shake down your gathered coolness, O green 
leaves ! 


IV. 

At Craigcrook Castle all a Summer day 
We had rich talk and sweet society, 

To floating Ailed with bright Olympian life. 

Under tho tender trees wo ^at, and vwxt< lit 
All nature couched in a tabu day-dream ; 

The rich World in her blooming airy nest, 
Warm-bm nishing her colors like a Bird 
O* the bun, to soar on silent wings of light ; 

And Iieavcn brooding down with golden eye, 
Where bunlight, seeking hidden Shadow, toucht 
The green leaves all a- tremble with gold light, 

And rippled grass caressed us with its smiles 
While One whose looks were mild as they bad 
drawn 

4 Ad£?hrist-hkc sweetness from the face of Babes,— 



% €?Uracnt€HO& CATTLE- 168* 

His brow the triumph-arch of royal soul — 

A Prodigal of Freedom w hose great heart. 

Big as the world it Hoods with wealth to-day. 

Must eat to-morrow of the Stranger's husks — - 
Prometheus on Ins rock of e\ile — told 
The vision passing solemn thro’ his soul. 

Ah 1 how they dr, ink the breath of Battle, won 
Its swartliy bloom, those spirits fiery-fine! 

O, gallant hearts, how h tulwar tly they stood ; 

How fought the faithful, how the deathless died ! 
And thero in saviour sepulchres they sleep, 
Crowned with the diadem o’ the kingly Dead ; 
Green gra^s es on earth, — high memories in heaven. 
And how the night came down with tri.unery 
•dark, 

But reddt ned with the light of burning homes. 
That lit the Hangman while he knit his noose . 
Then silence, at the hush of Death, al>u\e ; 

Nought but a ghastly Golgotha below. 

And U, but hearts llew out, like Freedom's bird, 
To flap their \\ ings upon the flag of war. 

And fierce looks flasht, and prayers went up to 
God, 

In fiery* ch i riots of our fervent hearts. 

And « >es were frenzied with noble tears to seo ' 
That fc\ile bj the hounds of torture traekt ; • 

Wlio, while they tore )iis stricken life, still drank 
Ilia cup of trembling, smiling very calm. 

i 

Fight on, thou Hero ! Heaven’s glooming look 
Frowns only on the wrong. This dark shall hi oak 
In resurrection hour. The chariot wheels 
Of coming Vengeance spin too sw ift for sight. 

The Nemesis ofN itions only w r uits, 

Until the glass of Destiny runs out, 

To wake the Murderers with her whip of fiie. 
Caught by the hair in sudden hands of Hell ! 
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White in a ruddy rain old Earth laughs up. 

O, ^ shall see a sight ere England's sun 
Goes down behind her hills of gathered gold * 

The time of time*, the year ot } oars is nigh 1 
When Spring’s young hoi>c<* lie dead, and her 
sweet buds 

Are low in the dust, our Autumn fruitage comes. 
Princes shall met t thee in thy Country's gate ; 

The Banner yet shall now n tic r topmost height, 
And all the world shall see it waving there. 


V. 

In the green quiet of a ueighboung knoll 
There sat and sang a beauteous coin piny , 

Surging a soul-ache of doliciousneba. 

Aunt Li a with the i*oyal eyes, and breast 
Bounding with hurraing heart, wa\o-wauton, for 
A ripe repose* on some JEtysian shoio 
A glorious passion-flower of Womanhood 
Come, golden-naturcd, to its summer throne . 

Ilpr eyes, the stars of burning dreams, s<? rapt 
The spirit moth-like for their fire, you might 
Have gone to death by sword-light for their smile, 
And sullen beauty of her mouth’s ripe bloom. 

^knd Mabel, saintly sw eet and fairily Imo 
As maiden risiug from om banted mere ; 

Pale as a lily crowned with' moonlight calm ; 

A queenly cr< ituro with her quiet grace. 

And dazzling white hand Veined cerulean . 

Upon her warm-waved hair the rippled light 
PJLayed soft, and toucht it into cloudy gold ; 

Her eyes of violet- gray were colored rich 

With gloom of tender thought, and mil rored large 

Within them, starry futures swam and shone : 

Ah ! wha%a smile to light a life with light, 
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And make the waking heart to sing in sleep !. ; ? 
Ah ! what a lamp to light some heaven of love,;* 
The perfect pearl of her h tar- purity ! 

And stately Chabmian with her grander calm, 

Like a Greek Goddess Statue that had raised 
The veil of being in some diviner dawn, 

And yearning Love did woo her into Woman, 

IJis burning kiss budding her dainty rose ; 

With merry melting mouth and subtle eyes, 

And warm heart smiling hot white silence through* 
She rose up in her crown the Queen of Smiles 
With all tlio old majesty, nn wee ting of 
The old worship conscious hearts in silence my ; 
Our English vesture cannot mask her mould. 

Above her brow the star of Genius shod 
A tender radiance in her night of hair. 

And Slie, with dancing sparkle in her eyes, 

Like sun-kist waters twinkling sapphivinc, 

Our S*hRE^s with whose soul the Spirits walk : 
Who told strange mysteries in Waking Sleep, 

And held your hand and read your Book ofufe ; 
Whose presence weirdly took the throbbing heart 
Bird-like, as it were caught in spirit-hands ; 

Whoso visioned face would shino so glorified , 

You lookt with hoavonward instinct up to sec 
Whence came such beauty as brake thro’ Xiaphaei’S y 
dream. 

They sang those wailing old Scotch songs that sot* 
The heart-strings all a-tremble for their harp : 

In. which melodious Passion breaks its heart 
For evermore, and finds no spousal words. 

And crossing in the music s airy storm, 

Spirit w r itli spirit toueht in tingling kiss ; 

Till every nerve stretcht like a telescope 
For Life to draw the mm mg heaven down. 
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VI. 

Soms played bowls upon the vel\et ward, 

And drank old alo with ruby flame in it. 

Where sqihiy J&fcrels twinkled silver liylits ; 

Whild others traced the footpiints of old Time, 
Loftg "fossilized : some by the Sea — *hat glowed 
In living aaure and inviolate calm — 

Beared in the portal of its wonder- world. 

We showered playful palms down in the path. 

And deokt with flowers the marriage-robe of One 
Who brought liis beautoouB Biide in triumph 
home : 

A jolly Briton, piineoby to the poor. 

His rich heart- wanning ruddiness of look 
Might make an < ast wind reel oil* mellow and mild : 
So siiuiuly his inner ripeness smiled T 

And stalwart stood the sheltering wall of his life, 
For climbing flower and fruit to bud and bear. 

Her fragrant weight of warm and lusy life, 

That dwmed with tender want of folding arms. 
Hail-sad with bweitness like a dew-droopt llowtr, 
Stirs in his smile and rises ruddy and calm, 

With breath that inaku-h dim his dallying ojes : 

A young Aurora of warm womanhood 
blowing imperial ds the sun-touclit ltose 1 
Her eyes wide- wakened by Love’s quickening 
kiss, — 

Swoet-di unken writh the wiuo of tears, — foreshow 
How Love hath hived his honey in her heart 
And there they walk their rosy marriage time. 
With graciouB words that bright! n listening brows 
lake crowns of splendor, as tho first pair walkt 
Their morning of tho world in paradise. 

Our Poet, Rubens, laugh t at Wedded Lovo, 

And drew a piteous picture of our friend 



CK4IGCR00K oWlJlU 


i67 

Tn harness, drawing the matrimonial car. 

Heavily laden, along the ritf$ Qf lifb. 

But in his voice there hissed a thirsty sound. 

As when the dry looaes rustle for the min. 

W ith longing eyes he moekt the glowing grapes. 
And six weeks alter held out eager hands, 

To take the bonds that hind for evermrtre : 

And quietly joined the herd of pictured Slaves, 
Whore nuplLil Lo\o through sweet tears on him 
smiled. 

Up spoke our Host. A sunny life was his 
Among hiB children, breathing blooms of health. 
He, like a rennet Applo wrinkle-ripe, 

Hived full of sweetness, fragrant to the taste, 

Tho’ Sorrow's tooth should stiike the brave heart's 
eoio. 

He had the happy soul whiob, like the Bee, 

Books with delight upon a thistle-top, 

Or finds voluptuous honey on wild moors. 

And cheerily lie ohirpt ot Wuldcd Love, 

And Home our refuge from tho mad-world-fetrifL, 
Wlioro wo may keep the spirit-sandals clean, 

We soil so on our treadmill of a world ; 

And opt n heaven in the shut-up heart : 

Whore love may help us haiul-in-liand across 
The dark stream of Eternity, as Lifo ♦ 

On starry stopping-btonos goes up to God. 

Just now the Flower of England made a crown 
To garland whoredom's apotheosis ; 

Bevelling, with unhallowed light of eyes, 

Upon the Wanton's glance, and wicked grace, 

All honeyed with warm witchery of Sin : 

, Circe enchanted wdth lewd sorceries 
That (dido into- the whitest sanctuaries ; 

Befoul the palace-chambers precious-lined. 

Anti canker all the virgin flow or of life 
I’ the delicate sweetness of its budding time ! 
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Ah. ! hpw it m&< de him turn to his dear nest, 

And proudly yearn o’er his sweet marriago guo^t, 
Who made their little world so bright withMiSs, 
It dfe&tp God's ungels blcsMng-ludon down. 

And AS he epoko, the de id flowers in our hearts 
AB pressed And precious, softly stirred with life ; 
Bloomed on our brows, and shed a fragrance round. 

In silence sat our Crimean Ilero, ho 
Who told us how they fought at Iukutnann 
His heart swam up in tears at thoughts of Home, 
the XQjbkt and rack of Battle o\cr and gone , 

No ihtire surprises in the bloody trench, 

*Where midnight swarmed with visions horrible. 
And earth was like a fiery coast of hell r 
AH that long aching wintrinoss of soul, 
Warm-melted m the arms of Wedded Lo\e, 

That drew him from the bloody bat tie- press, 

And elaspt him safe in their serene of heaven, 
Where Past and Future crown him as they kiss* 
And with dumb eloquence his poor avmstump 
moved, 

As it were dreaming of a dear embrace. 


VII. 

A silvered Sago liko some old pictured Saint, 
Smilingly took tho crucial hand of Doubt, 

And thrust stern fingers in his spirit-wounds , 
And told jis how ho hunted shadows once, 

And felt liis spiritual pulse ten times a day, 
With thoughts of Sell fatal as Herod’s worms. 
And h6W the Child rose up and led the Man 
Back very lowly to their Mother’s knee ; 
Worshipping God as in the dear old days. 
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“ * They wrought in faith,’ and not * They wrought 
in doubt. 

Is the proud epitaph inscribed above 

Our glorious Dead who in their grandeur lie. 

Crowned with tho garland of eternity. 

Because they did believe*, and conquered Doubt, 
They lived great lives and did their deathless deeds* 
Who in the old time w alkt tlieir perilous way, 
With the grey hairs of kingly sorrow crowned : 
Who laid their heads upon the bloody block 
For their Last pillow • who amid the dairies 
Boro witness still, and with their quiveriri^HBp^ 
Sowod every w in<l with sparks of fiery thougff& ' '■» 
liecause they did believe, wo kneel to road 
Where men and angels mingle tears of joy. 
Because he did believe, Columbus sailed 
For that new world his inner e^es had seen. 

He found so Faith its new worlds jot shall find, 
Whilo Doubt shakes its wise head and staj >s behind. 
Newton believe d for many a year before 
The Hand in Heaven shook the apple down. 
Because we have believed, our knowledge comes . 
Belief, not Doubt, will touch the secret spring. 
Belief is that soul-attitude which sees 
How the pure distance of some infinite soa 
Relievos tnc dark ground of our inland life, 

And feels the fresh spray make its roses bloom. 

But Doubt turns from the light, and only sees 
The Shadow that it casts, and follows it ; 

For Doubt is ever its own Deity : 

Tho Shadow still dilates on darkened ey cs, 

And lengthens as tho awful night comes down 

“ Life is a masse, but God i’ the centre there sits. 

I wailed and wandered in the winding -ways ; 
Against tho thorns with bleeding bosom beat, 

And vainly shouted to the passing stars. —* 

Those silent spirit-vanishing points of space, — 
That voyaged Ship-like on nor 'saw my wreck. 
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I shriekt 6ut with the scomerg, ‘ There's no God! 1 
Sat on the womb o’ tho world like B&bo unborn, 
And blindly said, 1 There* is no life to come.’ 

Then my Beloved came and drew mo in 
A'little nearer to the hcai t of light* 

A lightning-glimpse from out tho cloud of Death 

Stem revelation rifted, and I fell 

Prone on my face, heart-broken in tho dust. 

Her vase of love was broken at my feet. 

And all the precious perfume filial my life. 

„ Brejtfhed thro’ the dark a still voice low and sweet ' 
1 J^f&Faith but climb tho tree of prayer, and 

And wait, the Lord will surely pass that way,’ 
And down a dream of peace a spirit hand 
Slid into mine, and at its cfrwy touch 
■Kvistcnco m< lted m tho dawning heaven. 

And human fi >wering ot divine delight. 

It led mo to iny kn elirig-plaee among 
Tho pilgrims of tho world who ^ >ught in tain. 
And closed their e^ts in tears, to suddenly find 
God sittiug in ills temple of the sml ” 

A soul of sweetness from each wrinkle smile d 1 
There was a strange glory m tho old Man's eyes, 
Which w ith Lite’s setting splendor, shone a-glow, 
Li% windows lighted in a sinking sun 
That paints f lir morrow. Pleasant was tho sight. 
For he had rea< lit the sinning bunseb Tdes 
That fade into the* eternal Heavens, and Lo 1 
The Hcsper of a happy memory smiles. 


VIII 

Now Sunset burns- V sea of gold on file 

Serenely surges around purple l^les 

O’er billows and flame-furrows Day goes down . 

' ^’ar-watching clouds with ruby glimmer bloom ; 
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A scattered Crowd* that 6i#§ts face still we&rs 
The flplondid Mght and lifb of some bravo show. 
Down Hwarm upon the flowers liko silent boes, 

Ana quiet fire-fin's glitteung in tlie grass. 

Hush t woods grow solemn dark; the blue peaks 
fade ; c 

Weird mists rise white, and gracious TwU*ght 


comes. 

Sweet is the mystery of her loveliness ; 
And all things tool her dim divinity. 


44 Now for a rouse within the house, and there 
Shake oiF the purple sadness of the night, 

Cried one . 44 Oome let us a Symposium hold, 

And each one to the banquet bring their best 
In song or story ; all shall play a part.’* 

So, raptuously we hailed lord o’ the least. 

Our great Messiah in Midwifery, lie 

Who wrestled with the fiend ot corporal jiaoi, 

And stands above the wn thing Agony, 

Like Miehaol w ith the Dragon ’in ath his heel : 
Who is m soul — L o\o riding on a Lion , 

In body — a liaeohub crowned with head of Jove 
The keen life look* out in Ins lighted face 
bo fulgent that the gazer’s brightens too : 
lie graudly towers above our iume and fret, 

Liko the old Hills whose feet are in the surge. 

And on their lifted brows the eternal calm : 

For ho is ono of those prophetic spirits 
That are the World’s night-dreams of things to 
come. 

And thus hu broacht our garrulous Hipjjocreno ; 
And round and round the chalice went till morn. 
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the mo ru mrs idol broken 


i. 


Twice the Mother had di\t.d down 
Into her sea of borrow , 

O mv love 1 O my life 1 my own swot t Wife * 

God send you a intirv go id-morrow 
Betide her weal, or betid* her woe, 

Her smile it was calm and fcailess ; 

And proud w ort h< r * yes as she rose with the prize, 
A pearl m her palms, my peeiless ! 

O found you a little sci-syren, 

In sime poi tlous palace lclt * 

Or is it a little < hild-nngol, 

OI her high horn kin bereft f 
Or c une she out ot the Elfin land, 

By earthly love bo^uihd } 

Or hath the sweet Spirit ol Beauty 
Taken shape .is our stany Child > 

Dear, do hut look m hor love-in st of sweets, 

Wh» re she lies m a smiling calm ■ 

Wee iimiul of fruitage , a shea! of ripe bliss; 

On a bosom breathing balm 
Fresh as the drop of dew cradled at morn, 

On the haves of a lily in blossom ; 

Swot t as the fnigraoeo newly born 
In a violet’s virgin bosom* 
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II. 

God’s Butterfly on our love’s flower alight* 

It soemuth the beautiful thing, 

At the first surmise of the heaven she hath left, 
For tho winterJess world will \wng. 

So we fold her about with our lo\e *ib ’twere heaven. 
Around her weave many a w lie , 

And our hearts up-leap, living fountains of joy ; 

In the golden dream of her suule. 


III. 

On my ripely rounding Ko&e-troo, 

Dreaming of lift* are three flowers : 

One pushetn tip her ruby -rose-cup, 

Fpr the rain of God’s quickening showers. 
With a magical burst of beauty, one glows 
* Do wily-dear in the sheen pf love ; 

Ami one pretty Softling, our baby-lmd-rose, 
Lies tenderly shut in the green ol love. 


IV. 

O fair befall my dainty flowers, 

Summering on their stem ; 

Smiling up to the crowning Bose, 

As she smileth down to them, 
tailing up to their Queen in her beauty, 
That" smiles on each bonny bro&Bt-gcm : 
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Blossoming, brimming with love fbr her 
Who leans ruddy with loye over them l 
O fair befall my dainty flowers, 

Summering on their stem. 

And O the armful of rich love, 

My fragrant hitman Roses ! 

Smilo on them all, sweet Heaven, 

And kiBS my darling Roses. 


V. 

There bo three little maidens ; throe loving maid- 
ens; v 

Throe bonny maidens mine ; 

Three precious jewels are set in Life’s crown, 

On prayer-lifted brows to shine. 

Six starry eyes, all love-luminous, 

Look out of our heaven so tender ; 

Since the honey-moon, glowing and glorious, 
in its ripening splendor. 

There’s Lily bell, duchess of wonderland. 

With her dunce of life, dimples and curls ; 

Whose bud of a mouth into red kisses bursts 
A-smile with the wanton white pearls : 

And Swcctclieck, our rosily-goldening peach 
On the sunniest side o’ the wall; 

But Marian's Mother's darling, 

Marian’s idol of all. 


vr . 

Like the merry voice-bird, that sings on the bough, 
I sing, O my brooding Dove, 

To a nest I know in the leaves below, 

Full of eyes alive with love. 

12 
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Tvro of our little Birds wander on wings. 
One doth but flutter And fall ; 

Sing, Marian Mother’s wee darling, 
Marian's Idol of all. 


Vlt. 

All in our marriage garden 
Grew, smiling up to God, 

A bonnier flower tlian ever 

Suckt the green w.ninth of the sod. 

O beautiful unfathomably 
Tts little life unfurl d ; 

Life’s crown of s\\ eetness w is our wee 
White Hose of all the world. 

From out a gracious bosom, 

Our bud ol beauty giew : 

It fed on snaios for .sunshine, 

And tears for daintier dew. 

Aye nestling warm and tenderly , 

Our leaves of love were cuih d 

So close and close about our woo 
White Koao ol all the woild. 

Two flowers of glonous eiiwson 
Grow with our Rose of light ; 

Styi hept the sweet hea\ on-grafted slip 
Her whiteness saintly white. 

X' the waul of life tiuv danced with glee, 
And reddened as they w hilled , 

White, white and wondrous grow our woo 
White Rose of all the world. 

With mystical faint fragrance. 

Our house of life sb** filled — 
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Reveal oil each hour somo fairy tower, 

Whoro winged Hopes might build. 

We saw — though none like us might see — 
Suoh preeious promise peat led 

Upon the petals of our wee 
lYhite Rose of all the world. 

But o\ermoro the halo 

Of \ngel-ligbt increased ; 

Like the mystery of Moonlight, 

That folds some f.iny feast. 

Snow -white, tunw-solt, snou -silently. 

Our darling bud up-curled. 

And dr opt i’ the Gra\e — God’s lap — our we© 
White Rose of all the woild. 

Our Rose was but in bins* >m ; 

Our life was but in spiitig ; 

When down the solemn midnight 
We heard the Spirits sing. 

44 Another bud of infancy. 

With holy de^n iinpearled ; '* 

And in their hands they bore our wee 
Whito Roso of all the world. 

You scarce could think so small a thing 
Could leave a loss so large . 

Her little light sueh shadow Sing, 

From dawn to sunset’s 'marge. 

In other springs our life may lie 
Tn liannevcd bloom unfurled ; 

But nc\er, never fiiatoh our wee 
White Rose of all the world 
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VIII. 

Tms is a curl of out poor “ Splendid’s ” hair ! 

A sunny burst of rare and ripe young gold — 

A ring of sinless {gold that weds tv\o worlds ! 

Our one thing left with her dear life in it. 

Poor Misers ! o’er it secretly we sum 
Out littlo sa\ings hoards! up in Jleavin, — 

Our rich love-thoughts heart-hid to doat upon,*-— 
Ami glimpse our lost hoarsen in a flood of tears. 

A magic ring, through which fond borrow reads 
Of strange heart-liistories, and conjures up 
A vanisht face, with its sweet spirit-smiles, * 
Babc-wondermgs, and little tender ways. 

At birth lier hair was dark as it were dipt 
In the death-shadow ; but it rarefied 
In radiance as her head rose Higher Heaton, 

Till she — white Glory! — lookt from a golden 
midst. 

This is her still face as she lay in death ! 

Spirit-like face 1 set in a silver cloud, 

It comes to us in silent glooms of night ; 

The w ee wan face that gradually withdrew 
And darkened into the great cloud of death. 

O yo who say, “We have a Child in heaven ; ” 
Who have felt that desolate isolation sharp 
Defined in Death’s own face ; who have stood be- 
side 

The Silent llivor, and streteht out pleading hands 
For some sweet Babe upon the other bank, 

That went forth whejre no human hand might load. 
And loft tho shut house with no light, no sound, 
No answer i when the mourners wail without ! 
.What we have known, ye know, and only know. 
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She came like April, who with tender grace 
Smiles in Earth’s face, and sets upon her breast 
The hud of all her glory yet to come, 

Thou bursts in tears, and takes her sorrowful 
leave. 

She brought us Eden just within the space 
Of the dear depths of her large, dr cam -like eyes, 
And oVr the vista dropt the death-\eil dark. 

She only caught three words of human speech : 

One for her Mother, one for mo, and ono 
She crowed with, for the Helds, and open Heaven. 
That last siie sighed with a sweet farewell pathos 
A minute ere she left the house of life. 

To come for kisses never any more. 

. * 

White Lily ! how She leaned in love to us ! 

And how we feared a hand might reach from 
Heaven 

To pluck our sweetest flower, our loftiest flower 
Of life, that sprang from lowliest root of love ! f * 
Some tender trouble in her eyes complained ' 

O f J ate ’a rude, s t ream , as blue Forget-me«*Sto t 's > 
Look swoct appeal when winds and waters fret. > 

' Wo saw, but feared ttfepoak of, her strange beauty^ 
Ah some huslit llird that dares not sing i’ the night. 
Lest lurking foe should find its secret place, 

And sei/o it through the dark. With twin-Iot^s 
strength 

All cVowded in the softest nestling- touch, 

We fenced her round — exchanging silent looks. 
We went about tin* house with listening hearts, 
And eyes that wateht for Danger’s coming steps. 
Our spirits felt the {Shadow ere it fell. 

Then the Physician left our door ajar 
A moment, and tho grim thief Death stole in. 

Home Angel passing o’er life’s troubled sea, # 
Had seen our jewel shine celestial pure, 

And Death must win it for her bosom pearl 
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We stood at midnight in tho Presence dread. 

At midnight, when Men die. wo strove with Death, 
To wrench our jewel from his grasping hand. 

JCre tho soul loosed from its hist lodge of lifo. 

Her little faoe peered round with anxious eyes, 
Then, seeing all the old faces, dropt content. 

The mystery dilated in her look. 

Which, on the darkening death- ground, faintly 
caught 

The likencbs of the Angel shining near. 

Her passing soul flash t back a glimpse of bliss 
She was a ( liild no more, but strong and stern 
As a mailed Knight that had been grappling 
Death. 

A crown of conquest bound lier baby-brow ; 

JLoi little hands could take tho heirdom large , 

And all her Childhood's vagrant royalty 
Sat staid and calm in some eternal th^ono. 
love’s kiss is sweet, hut Death's doth make im- 
mortal. 


The mornings came, with glory-garland on, 

To de&k heaven’s azure tent "with hangings brave ; 
TbStooks, and bees were sinking m the sun, 
blithe hoart breathing bloom into her face, 
T»e flowers all crowding up like Memories 
Of lovelier life in some forgotten world, 

Or dreams of peace and Iwauty yet to come. 

The soft aouth-bree/;es rookt tho baby-buds 
In fondling arms upon a balmy breast; 

And all was gay as univeisal life 
bwain down the stream th.it glads thr City of God. 
Hut we lay dark where Death had Btruck us down 
With that stern blow which made us bleed within, 
And bow while the Inevitable went by. 


And there our Darling lay in coffined calm ; 
Dressed for the grave in raiment like the suow r , 
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And o’er her flowed the tffcite* eternal peace : 

The breathing miracle into silence passed : 

NevCr to stretch wee hands, with her dear smile 
As soft as light-fall on unfolding flowera; 

Never to wake us crying in the night : 

Our littlo hindering thing for ever gone, 

In tearful quiet now we might toil on. 

All dim the Ihing luBtres motion makes ; 

No life-dew in the sweet cups of her eyes ! 

Nought there of our poor “ Splendid ’ 9 btit her 
brow. 

A young Immortal came to us disguised, 

And in the joy-dance dropt her musk, and fled. 

The world wont lightly by and heeded not 
Our death-white windows blinded to the sun: 

The hearts that ached within ; the measureless loss ; 
Tho Idol broken ; our first, tryst With Death. 

O Life, how strange thy face behind tho veil ! 

And stranger yet will thy strange mystery seem, 
When we awake in death and tolL our Dream, 

’Tis hard to Solve the secret of thq Sphinx 1 
W e had a little gold Love garnered \ip. 

To bravely robe our Babe ! the Mother’s half 
Was turned to mourning-raiment for her dead ; i 
Mine bought tho first land wc called ours^Hefr 
grave. 

W e were as treasure-seekers in the earth, 

When lo, a death’s-head on a sudden stares. 

Clad nil in spirit-beauty forth she went ; 

Tier budding spring of life in tiny leaf; 

Her gracious gold of babe-virginity 
Unlimited in flic imago of our world ; 

Her faint dawn whitened in the perfect day. 

Our early wede away went back to Cod, ^ 

Bearing lior life-scroll folded, without stain, 

And only three words written on it — two 
O ur names ! Ah, may they plead for u£ in Heaven ! 
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IX. 

Very softly hold the Rose, 

Ou thy happy breast that blows ! 

Thus from out my heart there sprang a Jlower of 
tender pride. » 

All too w ild my passion burned : 

For the eooling dews it yearned • 

In my hot hands droopt my gentle flower and died. 

Bo thy glory meekly worn : 

Fairest fruit is lowliest borne : 

Mine grew high as Life could climb, and arms 
could reach above. 

O , so proudly lioaved my breast ; 

All the world should see how blest ; 

And the seeing lleavons took my lifted lovo. 


X. 

TnrRE is her nest where in beauty smiled 
Our BuIia, as we leaned above ; 

And her pleading face asked lor the tenderest place 
In all our world of love. # 

Very silent and empty now } yet wo feel 
It rock ; and a tiny footfall 
Comes over the floor in the thrilling night-hush. 
And our hearts leap up for the call 
Of our puir wee lammie dead and gono ; 

Our bonnie woo lammie dead and gone. 



THE MOTUBa*$ tpOl * * 185 

' V 

Last night, with hands to cracking claBpt 
In the furnace-fire of my heart, 

.Sitting, I saw the dead world 
All into spirit-life start 
At the mystic touch of the white Moonlight. 

My spirit arose likewise, 

And wandered away to the Graveyard, 

Where, a jewel in Death's hand, lies 
Our puir wee lammie dead and gone ; 

Our bonnie wee laminio dead gone. 

Slowly, slowly rose the dead, . 

AH in their robes of white 1 
Weirdly, weirdly rose the dead, 

All in the silent night ! 

Like lilies for God, from the dark grave-bed, 

Tliey grew in a glory-nun ; 

And the crowned Darling of Ilcin on, at the head 
Of all that glorified train, 

Was our puir wee lammio dead and gone ; 

Our bonnie weo lammie do id aud gone. 

In my dream I stood at the death-door dark. 

Alone and tremblingly, 

Till a Shining One came in a crescent bark, 
Moonlike, o’er a purple sea. 

She smiled as to say she know the way, 

• And lit some se< lot sign, 

A memor\ ol tin old life stirred, 

And I knew that Anpel mine T 
Our puir wee lammie dead aud gone , 

Our Donnie woo lammie dead and gone. 


XI. 

WitiiJn a milo of Edinburgh Town 
We laid our little dm ling down , 
Our first seed in God’s acre sown ! 
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So sweet a place ! Death looks beguiled 
Of half his gloom ; or surehe smiled 
To win. our lovo$y f spirit child* 

God glveth His Beloved sloop 
So calm, within its silenco deep. 

As Angel-guards the wateh did keep. 

The City looketh solemn and sweet ; 

It boars a gentle brow, to greet 
The mourners mourning at its feet. 

The sea of human life breaks round 
This shoro o* the dead, with softened s mnd ' 
Wild-flowers climb each mossy mound 

To place in resting hands their palm. 

And breathe their beauty, bloom, and balm 
Folding the dead m fragrant calm. 

A softer shadow Grief might wear ; 

And old Heartache come gather there 
The peace that falleth after prayer. 

Poor heart that danced among the vines 
All reoling-rip > with wild love-wines, 

Thou walk’Bt with Death among the pines ? 

Lorn Mother, at tlie dark grave-do >r, 

She kneeleth, pleading o’er ami o’er. 

But it is shut tor evermore. 

She toileth on, the mournfuH’st tiling, 

At the vain task of emptying 

Tho cistern whence the salt-tears spring 

Blind 1 blind T She fools, but cannot read 
Aright ; then leans as she would feed 
Toe dear dead lips that never hood. 
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The spirit of life may leap above, 

But iti that grave her prisoned dove 
Lios, cold to th ? warm embrace of love, 

And dark, tho’ all the world is bright , 

And lonely, with a City in sight , 

And desolate in the rainy night 

Ah, God 1 when m the glad hte~cup 
The face of death swims darkly up , 

The crowning flower is sure to droop. 

And so wc laid our darling down, 

When Summer’s cheek grew ripely brown, 
And still, tho’ gnef hath mildui grown. 

Unto tho Strangor’s hind we t leave. 

Like sum poor Birds that L ) ne\e and grie>o. 
Bound tho lobbed nest, so loth to leave* 


XII 

An, thesweot Priam, the singing Dream, that sang 
IN i kmw not what, so sweet the melody * 

Made dim w<k glnmnir golden while we slept ; 
Aud when we woke the lulling Dream was g >no. 

We let oui dear do id down the drowning Park, 
SuiVng tho awful sea m our world-birk 
Wo who had glowed like \ngtls in the sun. 

With life so lighted bj liei loveliness. 

God’s messenger of death sterns blindly stern * 

And ’tis so haid to leayc a little babe 
Within the Grave’s cold aims, alone 1 alone 1 
While Sorrow chills the nest her sweet life warmed 
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So little to the world ! and what a world 
Of difference in our little world of home ! 

This stillness where the gweet Bird chirpt to us ; 
This good-nigh t-parting-and-morn-greeting lota. 

And yet perchance the kind dark*Angel drew 
Her in the secret shadow of his cloud, 

Out of our warm and golden air, to hide 
Her from some foailul jFate far-hurrying up. 


XIII, 

To-day, when winds of winter blow, 
And*Nature sits in dream of snow, 

With Ugolino-look of woo . 

Wife from the window came to me, 

Now leaves were fallen she could sec 
The little grate thro’ shred elm-tree. 

With wintriness all life did ache 
For that dead darling's sainted sake ; 

And lips might kiss, hut hearts would quake. 

Ho, ye who pass her narrow house, 

By which the dark Leith seaward flows ; 

O clasp your pretty darlings close ; 

And if some tender hud of light 
Is drooping, as the snowdrop white. 

With looks that weird wild heartstrings sxmto 

Think of our babe will novor wake, 

And fold your own till fond hearts ache. 
Sweet souls, for little Marian’s sake. 
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' XIV. 

tl Pretty flow( j ra on Baby’s head ; 

Who’!! cry flowers when Baby’s dead ! ” 
Singing hearts oft questioned, 

In the swoetest summer fled 

Marian, Marian. 

Tearful words 1 how lightly said 1 
Mournfully remembered. 

Now the sweet new year hath spread 
Blo&som-life on Baby’s bed. 

Marian, Marian. 

Tender emerald, white, and red, • 

Floweib of her beauty bied 
Breathing all of her that’s dead, 

Cry, “ "We crown her Biby-head l 99 

Marian, Marian. 

<e Who’ll* cry flowers when Baby’s dead? ” 
Praying looks to hea\ «. n are led. 

And it smiles as tho’ it said, 

** ISarly her sweet fame hither sped.” 

Marian, Marian. 

“ Saintly hands have wound her thread : 
Faith, look up and firmly tread : 

Poor Bereaved, bo comforted ; 

My Flowers garland Bady’s head ” 

Marian, Marian. 

God’s unguessed reply is read : 

Tears that came not, tears that pled 
Crying darkly, here are shed : 

Soft rest you, Darling ! dead 

Marian, Marian 
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XV. 


Our leaves are shaken from the tree. 
And hopes laid low, 

That alter our Spri 1145-11 urslings, wo 
May long to go. 

The warm love-nost otir Dovch ts leave 
With helplebb moan. 

As they for uh would sit and grieve 
Cn heaven — alone ! 

The tender Shepherd beckon m&ly 
Our Lambs doth hold. 

That vie may take our own when He 
Makes up the fold. 
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i. 

Midsummer Morn her silvery-gray 
Rain-veil uplifietb fold on fold ; 

And, purpl e-flush t, and topt with gold, 

Hie white clouds kindle and float away 

O’er violet-shadowed hills that stand 
In cloudy crowns, and soft attire ; 

And, in a Ir.igrancy of fire. 

Midsummer Mom floods all the land. 

The Rainbow with its living arch 
Of glory brightens in the blue ; 

Like Spirit-Bridge Barth rolled up through. 
Unconscious on her tnidniglit march. 

Into quick flames of cmeiald break 

The woods against the ruddied light, 

A danco of radiance bickers bright 
As laughter o’er a dimpling eheok ; 

la sapphire rain Ileavon ripples down : * 

The sweet south-winds waft opened wide 
The glory-gates of bummer’s tide ; 

A starry sweep of flowers is strowh * 

Through the green'meadows ; white and gold, 

It laughs aloug the glowing ground : 

' Such throMvffc blessings dance around 
The old Worlds heart ; lo, these unfold. 

13 
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At emerald palace-portals peer 

Quick eyes of Birds that in the sun 
AH singing sit, sing every one ; 

Listen* each leafy forest-car. 

¥ 

Wee caps of faery-wine brim high, 

By the way -side, on brier and bush \ 

As lifted m a holy hush 
By unseen hands for passers by. 

Her ripe cheek on the air, red Rose 1 

She leant th from her fragrant bower ; 
Like lady from her lattiocd tower; 

And by sweet force of beauty blows ! 

Blight-hearted with a golden dieam. 

The little daisy lilts its Load , 

Its wee lips glister wr t and nd , 

Its smile is as a thankful hjymn. 

The wildest weed the wind hath sown. 

The commonest grasB, arc glorified. 
Even as the Tulip m her prido ; 

The trumpet of her beauty blown. 

All Life lie 5 - in a bath of balm. 

Feeling the lavish glory flow ; 

With nougnt to do but thrill and grow 
In strength, and joy, and luscious calm. 

Now Love breathes dev ier delight. 

In cool green ways, and tender gloom ; 
Being hath such a dazzling bloom , 

Its sun Or bliss is over-bright 

O balmy M#rn T 0 tender type ! 

What tearful wooings of the May 
Have brought about this bridal-day 
Of Barth the rath, with Jane the ripe 
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But, wo uniat turn where Greed for Toil 

Hath closed and claept Morn’s pictured book ; 
Where Nature hath a GnomO-hke |^ok, 

And from her features dies the smile. 


II. 

Pleasantly rings the Chime that calls to the 
Bridal-hall or Kirk , 

But the Devil might floutingly pull for fch** pt»al 
that wakes the Child to work * 

€4 Come, little Children,” the Mill-bell rings, and 
diowbily they run, 

Little old Men anil Women, and human worms 
who ha\e spun 

The life of LnLuny into silk; and fed, Child, 
Mother, and W ife, 

The iactory’s smoko of torment, with the fuel of 
human life. 

O weird white face, and weary bones, and whether 
they huiry or crawl, 

You know them by the fat tory-st^mp, they wear 
it one and all. 

The Factory-Fiend in a grim hush \v aits till all are 
in, and he grins 

As he shuts the door on the fair, fair world with- 
out, and hell begins 1 

The least feint living rose of health from the child- 
ish cheek he strips, 

To run tho thorn m a Mother’s heait : and ever ho 
sternly grips 

His Sacrifice; with Life’s soiled waters turns his 
wildoring wheels ; 

And shouts, tiu his tank breath thicks the air, 
and the Child** brain Devil-ward tools. 
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From cockcrow until starlight, very patiently they 
plod ; 

A sea of human fa^es turning sadly up to Qod. 

O wan white winter orld that hides no colored 
dreams of Spring ! 

No summer sunshine brightens ; no buds blossom ; 
no birds sing. 

In at the windows Nature looks, and sings, and 
swiios them forth, 

To walk with her, and talk with her, and sco the 
summering Earth 

And drink the spicy air in perfumed pathways 
dim with dew ; 

While tho miracle of Morning raises glorified lifo 
anew 

But they are shut from the heavenly largess ; they 
muBt stmt and moil, 

Tho’ Death states ghastly in tlun faf<>, and life is 
endless toil. 

Dnl you mmk how vacantly they eyed this land of 
lovolincsB, 

Tho Flower of bleep into their eyes, your heart 
would ache to press. 

The moving glory of the Heavens, their pomp, and 
pageantry. 

Flame in their shadowed faecH, but no soul comes 
- up to see. 

They see no Angels lean to them , they stretch no 
spirit-hand ; 

Melodious Beauty sings to thorn , they cannot un- 
derstand. 

Yet here, where the sweet flower of lifo may hoard 
no precious dew, 

To feed Its heart of greenness, keep tho glcfry of 
its hue ; 

Hero* where the fingers of Work and Want keep 
writing silent, slow, 

Their warrant for the grave on many a Mother 5 ^ 
darling’s brow ; 
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Here, where the Fiend doth trample out the soul- 
sparks day by day : 

Here, where such seed of God is rotting in the 
killing olay ; 

Some Saviour-Seraph walks the waves of sorrow 
and of sin, 

And some poor wrestler doth not sink the wrecking 
gulfs within ; 

And aye she rises with her charge in loving arms 
caressed. 

As morning rises out of night, her love-star on 
her breast. 


nr. 

Int a grand old Gothic Palace, 

Th^ T uly Laura dwells ; 

It crowns the warm green valleys, 

High as their summer-surge swells. 

There, with her emerald chalice, Spring 
Kneels, offering Beauty’s wine ; 

There, in a land of enchantment, sing 
Tho birds thro* shower aud shine. 

*Tis a noble solitude serene, 

Whore the sudden glory glows ! 

*Tis a happy nook of nestling green, 

Where that virginal flower blows, — 

Just in the sweetness of the bud, 

Brimming with brightness and balm ; 

The tenderast glimpse of Womanhood 
Golden, and sweet, and calm. 

She is the Lily of tho land ; 

Born neither to spin nor toil ■ 

She can rest her fair cheek onher dainty white h&nd, 
While the human honey-bees moil. 
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O the world of rich visions that poor in her eyes ! 

Around ber what fWfciasies dance T 
As she leans in her air of paradise. 

And her bower of dalliance 
But her earnest life is sorrowfully 
Overshadowed from above 
She feols the ache of Life’s mystery, 

And she feels the hurt of Love. 

The Lady Laura’s soul is sail 
For the suffering under the sun • 

She looks on the world, and is only glad 
For the duties to bo dono. 

She might have moved by in the pageant grand, 
Sweet slip of a lordly line 1 
Nor soiled the glory ol her white hand, ; 

And fairy lingers fine ; 

And swam in this woi Id’s wine and oil, 

With those who sink for the next. 

Faint with delight, and plundered Toil 
With no strange thought perplext. 

O the burmsht stream would have bravely borne 
Her, dancing down its whirl ; 

And the dark wieck-kingdom have proudly woi u 
On its bosom the pure queen-pearl. 

But Soi row hath touch! her young, young years* 
Wlun their rose-light was smiling and fair ; 
And her eyes have wept the sharp, sharp tears, 
That pierce through all mir ige of air. 

Ah, the Poor ! with her finer sense she hoars 
How they moan in their cloud of care. 

Tbev will tell you down in the valloysr 
At' hat the Orphan Heiress hath done ; 

How the grand old Gothic Palace 
With Lpve’s new wine doth run. 

She’s a light on the cold hill-tops that divide 
The poor from their neigh bor Rank , 

The first bright wave Of a aluergish Ude, 

That hath ovefcleapt its bank. 
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And to Lady Laura by window and door, 

Hearts climb with the roses up, ^ 

Their blessings to breathe, and their pride to pour. 
In many a brimming cup. 

Rebel hindrance she treads queenly down, 

Whero it stands in her high Throne’s way. 

O Factory-Fiend with the fearful frown. 

She will bloom in your desert to-day. 


IV. 

Tab lady Light hath Daughters seven. 

In wedded calm nit smiling fair 
On their cloud-throne ; and down the air 

They float from arms of clasping Heaven. 

For they their lofty homo will leave, 

lo winnow, on their golden plumes. 

Through ocean-bowers, and water-glooms ; 

And wondrous spells of beauty weave 

To clothe the sea-shells in their trance 

So louo and cold, witii colored lights, 

And jewel-flames ; till their denbe Night’s 

Alive with shapes of radiance. 

On Alpine heights a little Flower 

From its snow-eradle soft doth reach ; 

And with its tiny hands beseech 

The vesture-hem of Eternal Power : 

Then straightway help of Heaven descends, 

And vital influences run 
Down golden ladders of the sun. 

And pleading life wins SpiHt-fridnds. 

t \ #■ 
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Thus souls in b&rrcnest solitude 

Oft bring the kindly powers down. 

To lighten on thorn with a crown, 

Or banquet of immortal food. 

And thus on one poor worker’s sight 
The Lady Laura through the mirk 
Dawns, marvelling how there may lurk 
A presence toucht with tender light. 

His life stands still to hear what fate 
Comes with the stop of mystery ; 

And husht for some event to be, 

In conscious calm the waters wait. 

She sees a prayer for rest and air 
< In every face, but, in his eyes 
Alone, are childish memories , 

And his tho only spirit there 

That waves the Seraph- wand of fire. 

To fright tho Serpent flickering near. 
One jewel in that dark Mine f and clear 
It flashes as she brightens nigher. 

And all beside how dull and grim 1 
O saintly show of maiden grace ! 

From out a golden mist, her face 
Seems floating, floating on to him. 

Daughter of Light 1 she seems to swim. 

As on the wings of a mighty love ; 
Bud-smiling that blind world above ; 
Sunning that human forest dim. 

She s p eaks to him ; she takes his hand ; 
With such a gracious tenderness ? 

The tears up m his eyes will press ; 
Life’s desert in suddeh flower doth stand. 



* LADY LAURA. v 




As when the spirit of Winter old 

Passes aw ay in a dream of Spring, 

The quick buds hurst, and fluttering 
All into bhimmoring wings unfold. 

And wave so strong, and thrill so free, 

As they the wakened world would wing 
Along the warm way of the Spring, 
Where they arc drawn deliciously . 

So from his life a hurst of wings 

Is fluttering leaf-liko for tho light ; 

And in that Splendor’s wake of white. 
They make melodious murmurings. 

At her soft touch ethereal dies 

The old dark, as Morning's spear of light 
Doth gently touch the dying night. 

And from it Day, a white Spirit, doth rise. 

Light, Music, Fragrance, seem to kiss 
And swathe him in a bloom of hre , 

Make shining beauty his attire, 

And bury his dead past in bliss. 


V. 

The Lady Laura took him, in her kind and queenly 
way, 

From out that cruel iron woild, to the tender hu- 
man day 

There all tho folded bloom of life like a banner rich 
unfurled, 

And waived luxuriant in the air of a glad and 
glorious world. 
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'V ' 

She fed hie mind, she led hie mind, thro* phases 
strange and sweet ; 

Ah, bless&l boon to toil and lay the fruitage at 
her feet ! 

She took his widowod Mother ; bloss her full and 
flowing hand r 

To rest her weary bones from toil, and live upon 
her land. 

Their barren world of poverty with flowers she* 
girdled round. 

Till life that toiled with bleeding feet tan walk on 
softer ground. 

My Lady comes; my Lady go's, his being doth 
rejuico, 

A breaking sea of rapturo , every wave uplifts a 
\oico. 

Like dungeoned foe tb.it seeketli the King's daugh- 
ter walking mgh, 

He blesseth the revealing daik for the beauty 
throned high 

And in the beating of his heart, and flashing of his 
©y<N 

His now life standetli waving glory as she passeth 
by. 

My Lady comes ; my Lady goes ; he can see her 
day by day, 

And bless hhj eyes with her beauty, and with 
blossings stiew her w r ay 

My Lady comes ; my Lady goes , she passes from 
his sight* 

As daylight dies into the skies, and at her gate 
stands Night. 
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VI. 

As, little thinks my Lady 
Of the subtle seedling sown ; 

But, fruitful was the silence 

Where its secret life hath grown. 

*Twas must with sweet love-ruin ; 

At her eyes it drank rich springs ; 

And 7 tis fed on hidden manna 
That her fragiant beauty brings. 

Ah, little thinks iny Lady, 

As the d lys and seasons roll ; 

Dow sho took him by the hand, 

To pass in to his soul 

There she lies in a light of smiles ; 

And like a soft caress, 

Her voi< o goes feeling feeling 
W ith a kiss of tenderness. 

O Lo\e, tho’ shut without, will laugh 
All barriers above ; 

And higher as they soar, still towers 
The stature of mighty Love. 

And bud by bud, the climbing seed 
Into a tall tree springs * 

Ah, little thinks my Lady 

What the Bird m the branches sings 7 


VII. 

° Sub smiled on me, she smiled on me, 
And I wulk in a gloiy now , 

’Tib writ on my cheek m a rose of pride; 
*Tis read in a light on my brow 
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“ She smiled on me, she smiled on me, 

And my soul with bliss doth ache; 

So m&ny a clue, to happiness, 

1 know not which to take ! 

4 

* c She smiled on me, she smiled on me. 

And the human woi Id goes by — 

In a sound as of Angels talking 
’Neath the palms of Paiudise nigh. 

44 She stoopt to kiss me with her smile, 

Thro* the clouds whore I d u kly lay , 

As she glided thro’ my night, bweel Moon * 
High on her hea\cnly way. 

“ She stoopt to kiss me with her smile, 

And life soaxed up in flime 1 
But, for my worship, not my kiss, 

The glorious phantom came 

" She smiled on me, she smiled on me, 

I think as I sit alone; 

And my heait o’er its tender secret 
Is blooding with love’s sweet moxn. 

44 She smiled on me, she smiled on me. 

And that singing smile of li^lit, 

In a happy silence, thio' my life 
Goes circling out of sight. 

*• She smiled on me, and my he n t like a Biid 
In dreams of the night doth go 
To make its bride-bed where the little buds red 
Peep warm from ihe white, white snpw- 

44 She smiled on me, she smiled on me , 

Ah me, that in bar smiles. 

My heart might break, in a wide love-wave, 
On her bosom ? s happy Iblcs r ’• 
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As earliest flowers, the sweet first-1 ovo of Spring, 
Are ten derest in their fragrance — saintliest pure. 
Lovers firstlings, budding in tho heart, unfold - 
Most precious sweet of all the lusty year ; 

And all his life is with their fragrance filled. 

In shy and shady nooks lie steals, to brood 
O’er what his heart for kisses lifteth up. 

With a ripe glow iu his warm faco the Dawn 
Uplifts the veil of dew-inist fiorn the shape 
Of Beauty sleeping on the lap of Earth : 

So down into his secret soul he peers, 

To see the veiled Beauty thro’ its mist, 

And bows to bless her w here she lies alight. 
Unconscious of the reddening dawn of love. 

A faco, like nestling luxury ol flowers ; 

Bofit hair, on whn h Light drops a diadem ; 

Twin eyes that smile, — ah, when in their far 
Iioaven 

Shall Love stand up and wave the Victor’s palm? — 
A mouth of roses wot with damask wine . 

And all the beauty hid from mortal eyes, 

Like lily -bud m leaves of cool green light. 

His happy eyes brim with voluptuous dew, 

. Gathered in the rich air, of secret love. 

Anon his heart goes wandering like a wind 
That reels thro" meads of spice, o’er hills of myrrh. 
Drunk with flower-fragrance, and the wine of love. 
And making music at the lightest touch. 

Till faint with sweet it wearies into rest. 
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IX. 

Lvdv of the forest, 

Is the Silver Birk ; 

Shimmering in the sunshine, 
Shivering at the nmk ; 

Ro< king m her rapture, 

A dancing Psal tress slim 1 
Her hair a shower of beauty ! 

Hei motion a gloiy-swun 1 
Or, when dewy tw lliglit 
Pour^ its chi ism of halm. 

And hei tremulous bosom 
Fills with a tender calm. 

’Mid the dance of colois, 

And semitones of green. 
Gleams this daintioi Spirit 
That in leafdom is the Quotn. 
Of all the tioes o’ the loicst. 

He lovts the Silver link , 
Shimmering m the sunshine, 

Sim ei mg at the nuih. 

So like the Lid^ Liura 
In hei purity and grace ; 
Dreaming in itH shadow. 

Often i< so lur lace 1 
And as when a Sunburst 
Goldens the grt t n aish s, 

Tlio woodland watei hinih th. 

So his hi. art within him smiles. 


X. 


“ Just a smile i* the faco of Nature; 
Just a mirror of May-mom; 

Is the slumng, comely oreatuie. 
Worship t by the peasant-bom. 





Beauty has no rarer blossom. 

Budding fain, 01 flow ei mg fair, 

4 a Nestling to a Mother’s host in. 

If a lovei ’s hand should dare 

i4 She is graceful na the gi eerily 

A\ aving boughs m summer wind, 
And hci beauty calm and queenly 
\\ c its its ro> al ciown of mmd. 

O, wcie I the prince of plenty, 

O, weic blie my own wed Wile; 

Xro\e would bung tbo crowning dainty, 
'Lo the b inquct ol my life. 

“ Might I bear Love’s shield above her; 
Might T snood her silken hull , 

How my heait would lound her hover 
On the tcndei wings of die’ 

All, dcai Heaven, all blessings shower 
On hti sweet life’s balmy bud, 
r J ill it lilt lmmoit l 1 flowu , 

In tlic blooming fields ot God ” 


XI. 

A d*//li\g wondt r in the dark of Dreams, 

Ills heart-hid J< vvcl fleams , 

And for a jiocilc ss iiUm< sb it doth range 
The zones of ladiant c hangc 

Breathing soft hues the glorious thing doth sliiuc, 

With lustres Opaline 

The shifting fcjappliire lovingly beguiles. 

With dewy azuie smiles. 

The Ruby now with eye of crimson yearns, 

Or like a blood-drop bums. 

The Amber in transparent hand doth hold 
Imprisoned flame of gold. 
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Now twinkles from soft shade the Emerald tender, 
A drop of cool green splendor. * 

Or, -with love-drooping eye, the Pearl o* tW deep 
Melts in a sea of sleep. 

Add now, wide opo, it lights the inner night, 

A starry ClirysolitQ 

And aye, for a peerless richness it doth range 
The zones of radiant change. 


XII 

One of the silent Poets of the world who find no 
word 

To utter their dumb soul of love, so, like the sliy- 
night-bird. 

They break their hearts in music , die in sorrow’s 
st>li tude. 

Ono Autumn eve he sat beneath the .beauty of tho 
Wood, 

Where Birds of Thought so often brought his love 
ambrosial fond , 

When all the spmts of tho flowers stole forth i’ the 
hush of night. 

And all the grecnv silence slumbered in a dream of 
light 

The world lay in a purple calm, and tenderness of 

tears; 

In e\ory pulse of being lived tho tenderness of years. 

He had wrestled with hit* passion, — caught up m 
its wild caress — • 

Voluptuous as a Bride of Fire, with arms as pitiless. 

lie had wept his pain in a fiery rain, and a calm 
came o’er his tears, 

As fji vision of sweet Peace comes treading down 
War’s cruel spears. 
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Then in a trembling confidence of love to himself 
he talkt, 

And aang above Ills whispering heait, that felt 
what Spirit walkt 


“ We cannot lift tho wintry pall 
Kiom buried litc, nor bung 
Bick, with Love’s passion ito thinking, all 
The glory of the Spuug 
But soft along the old guxn way 
We ful hi i bieath of gold, 

JIci 1 uli mt \istuie tipples gay, — 
fehc conn*' and all is told 


“ So in Hei absence Metnoiy 

Vje stuvts, but (.mnot paint 
Tin \ ision of sweet Mijebty , 

The be mtv of nvy b nut 
She coim-.' like dawn m ^nin^ hoi iimc r 
M> w mtci-w orld doth nu It , 

The tlioi 11 s * with Hosts wi\t i-ttimc* 
bhe smilcb’ and all is felt ’ 


Ts it a ’vision* 01 the puit pili i u 
Of Lady Laura, blossoming fiom the tiees? 

Strange hit consumes tin nch dew of liei eyes* 
Trcmblis hn lip. In i soul, tho’ uiy talui, 
Gleams like, i u iked swoid liotn its s >ft sheath. 
All, she has found his si cut in itb in hi f 
And will sht ciusli lnm with hn silent scorn? 

He duo not know bhe bpc iks , lie st ai oely hears ; 
So loud the blood goes ringing through lus brain. 

‘••I am no longer impress at tho llall , 

Fa Iso friends usuip my title and my lands. 

And keep them till the Law shall do mo right. 

I leavo to-moirow mom. I think you hiwe 
The mounting bpiiit to rise where'er you fall, 

And shall rejoiu) to mark your fortunes Shine.’* 

1 * 
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She paused ; he raised his eyes to hers, and saw 
The unuttered something th it could not he told. 
Her lustlmg robe thrill'd all Ins life, and soft 
Her flagrant footsteps died upon tlic night. 


XIII 

Luck ono caught in the Tempest's irms nnsten, 
llasht ovtrboaid unlu aid, and left all night 
W lth the mad w wis, blindfolded by the gloom, 
All thro’ that desolate d&ik he wrestled lone , 
Tossing tumultuous in a storm ol soul , 

And lrvul his life o’ei in the agon} stxrn. 

As on the di owning rushes all the pist 

Agnn he siw her in the Silk-mill stand 
Complete m hi luty, ciownid with m ikist calm, 
A 4 ' mibsiontd Ang 1 down to Hill wings whin 
Some Buffi ling spmt s turn is up in lit win 
He went with lur xtnong th Pj >1, wliiri till 
Her smile as sunslunt i n x 1 ip« ning l mil , 

And from tin loldi d tiow rs of tin rny life. 

Her presenci chimed i kindlm sjmt toitli. 
lie hoarded up tin n hh ssings m ins hi art 

He saw lua in the spung dxwns gliding down. 
Like A 1 irmng on th woild, t » tend the downs 
That from her tmeh sj 1 thnlling with di light 
Parkinid mto himsiJf, hi w itcht, all eje, 

Like Spirit th\t sees its m ji + il lovi go by, 

Itself invisible 

In languorous noons 

Of summer, when, a Shape of flagrant warmth* 
Nature seems gliwing tin o’ lici sumptuous robe , 
Her soffcemd b auty rounding tenderly , 
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And from behind the tapestry of lowers, 

Her p&ntings taka yon with ambrosial breath ; 
He in the coo], green shadows would lie down, 
O’er him the leases a lowc of glimmering gold. 
To kiss whero tJie beloved foot harl ton oh t, 
With lip of crimson fire, and fondling cheek. 
All tingling thro’ and thro* with costly life. 


He saw the visible Divinity 

O’ the time and place, taking her twilight walk. 

All starrily niov ing in an air Of smiles ; 

The serious sea-blue dreaming in hoi* eyes ; 

Her lofty beauty robed about with Heaven. 

He fed upon her fairness daintiost-hued. 

And drank the wine of w'onder as she went 
So tender hour by hour, love grew in his heart ; 

A dew-drop in the flower’s cup held towuid Heaven. 


Ah, happy times, when on the top of life 
lie saw her beauty’s daily hunriso, heard 
Her voice, breathed holy air made Iragraut by her, 
Ai. 1 hi her presence cloud-like sunned himself. 
With such sweet silent awe; while all his heart 
With rich love ti embledois ’t would break for bliss; 
Like si aken dews in jewelled cups of morn ! 

Ab, happy nights, and lustrous darks, in which 
lie watclit her easement when the house was mute. 
Where the tall Chestnuts liusht her beauty round, 
Uplifting in their hands a light of flowers ' 

And Silence took the place m loving arms. 
Therewith its sjM'ochlcss yearning strove his heart. 
O’er flow ing till the night was filled with love. 

How r often through the winter wind and rain, 

Ills spirit fluttered to her winged with blessings. 
And no stood clothed and warmed with thoughts 
of her ; * 

And through the darkness and the cold, his love 
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Glowed like a watoh-fire in a wilderness ; 

Or glistened upward in a light of tears ; 
Soul-diamonds of the purest water — tears 
Such as the Angels wear for jewels in Heaven ; 
Trembling with tenderness, alive with light. 

Ab, happy times that wave their sad farewells, 

To come no more, no more, O Nevermore i 
To him, who, tasting tho forbidden tree. 

Now sat at Eden gates, and they were closed. 

Sudden a thought Struck new li fe thro* him as strikes 
Land on tho swimmer's feet who gi\es up lost ! 

Jle who could die for her, could ho not live 
For her, and help her win her rightful throne? 

Ho sat not down on shore to mourn his \\ reek ; 

Not his heart to wail when he might work. 

That uight hath passed ; but from its death-bed rose 
A Star, to sing and sparkle in his soul. 

And light him to some crownul accomplishment. 


• XIV. 

O mighty mystery London, there he children still, 
who hold 

Her palaces are silvcr-rooft, her p*n euieuts are of 
gold , 

Apd blindly in that dark of fate, they grope for 
the golden prize, 

Fdr somewhere hidden in her heart the charmed 
treasure lies. 

Such glory burning in tho skies, she lifts bor crown 
of light 

Above the dark, we see not what we trample in the 
night. 
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O merry world of London ! 0 aching world of 
moan. 

How many a soul hath stooped to thee, and lost it$ 
Marry throne ! * 

There Circe hrims her sparkling ruby, dancing 
welcome, — laughs 

All scruples down with w icked eye, and the crazed 
lover quaffs, 

Until the fires of Hell have left white ashes on his 
lips; 

And there they pass whoso tortured hearts the 
worm that dies not grips. 

The stricken crawl apart to die. There, many a 
bosom heaves 

With merry laughters mournful as the dam jug of 
dead leav t s 

There griping diced rich-heaps the yellow wealth 
of Bunk and Shop, 

As Autumn leaves grow goldcnest wlu n rotten-ripe 
to drop 

And man) melt the marrow of their Manhood, 
hum iiM bloom, 

In Passion’s hoi pent arms, and with her kiss of tiro 
< oiiMime . 

And sideling Vanity seeks a minoi in (Kuli passing 
fac e. 

But through tlio dark some luminous lives dash up 
and pray Heaven's grace. 

All beauteous itand her Idols shining on their 
a/ure height, 

And from their fair) heaven loan veiled Shapes, 
half-dim, hal 1-In ight ; 

/They ill aw us with a die am delicious to the aching 
sight ; 

Armfuls of warm di light, white waists, ripe lips, 
and merry Brides; 

Life-dew in melting roses, low sweet music, world 
besides ! 
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And day by day, on each highway, from m&ny a 
sunny shire. 

The Gauntiy life cornea gioen to wither for the 
hungry hie. 

All into London leaping, leaping flows the human 
sea, 

"Where, a wieck at heaTt, or a prize in arms, the 
waves flash merrily 

With a player to God on high, be Bees the tumult, 
heai e the strife. 

And dives, from out the gulfs to snatch a nobler- 
crown&l life. 

The Lady Laura leaneth like a bending heaven 
above. 

And his life is safely steadied with the anchor of 
his love. 

Tlneo times into the City’s hcait tliore ran the 
news oi Spring. 

Sweet puinrosc-tiiue is come agun, and the Bilvor 
show u s sing 

The cloud> miigiuy of ITi ivcu sails o’<i him day 
hy diy, 

He watches pu clung as the P ilm when the i am 
floats* far aw ly , 

All thirsty , as tho ilcio’s soul with glory’s binn- 
ing diouth 1 

And yearning, as the d^mg yeirn foi a death-bed 
m the bo ith 1 

For Spring’s waim buatli, and blight caress, and 
pleasant ft cl of lcivc**, 

And all hoi b* auty wot w ith morn, his he irt with- 
in him gi icves 

'TtTo country memories noli inlaid, so flagrantly 
are stored, 

, As spice-winds whisper something low, oi sings a 
careless Bird. 
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The green-woods beckon spirit-like thro* a dream 
* of azure sky ; 

All heaven looks out frotn a flower as from the 
Beloved's eve, 

And visions of a lovelier-lighted life moving glim- 
mering by. 

Abovo that wilderness of life he often sat alone* 

Watching the surges of his soul* which* ever and 
anon* 

Revealed the proud wave-wrestler Hope for ever 
battling on 1 

And e\er thro* the dark the Lady Laura's Star- 
smile shone. 

Ah* the dear night was all his own, then life rose 
start y-tovvored ; 

Pull-honeyed with its folded Spring, his shut heart 
bua-like flowered. 

Upon the stream that pines all day, the calm of 
Heaven doth rest, 

And its Star ol lo\c, tho’ far above, keeps bridal on 
its breast. 

Pure, pain&l, Loveliness 1 she walks a world of 
wrong and guile, 

Yet nightly looketli m his face with tho same 
sweet patient smile. 

While e\er and for o\or gorth up to God for 
doom, 

The City’s bicath of life and do ith, in glory or in 
gloom ; 

And tli 're it lings each spirit round, of light or 
darkness woven, 

And they si i ill wake and walk their self-unfolded 
Hell or ilea\cn • 

Kightly a merry harvest-homo the Devil in London 
drives, 

And gathers on the shores of iloll the wreck of hu- 
man lives. 
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While God bits over all, in Heaven, and in Stib 
hand doth hold, * 

The flower of Silence shedding worlds like seed of 
sunny gold. 


XV. 


A liONELY life, a lonely lot ; 

He climbs his mountain (lay by day ; 

But finds beside the stoniest way 
Love’s wild rock-homy, and fainteth not. 

lie sees the Vision shine afar ; 

Sweet 'wedded lives in happy home ; 

And strains his eyes against the gloom. 
Like Nuns that throb at prison-bar, 

Wooed by a dear and dazzling dream, 

When thro* the mirk Love’s "lory burns. 
The hearth of Homo warm welcome yearns ; 
His face is glowing w ith the gleam 

And sparkle of their bumming cup. 

Who round tin' houic-altaL dance and sing, 
All in a golden marriage-mig. 

And light with lose Lila’s picture up. 


They sit in nestling nook, and sec 

The ripening promise of tin* years ; 

The buddiug quicks, the springing ears ; 
flowers honey- wot, and fruits to bo. 


As bridal -gifts from God above. 

The Children bring their glad new spring , 
Past joy’s refrain their voices ring, 
loud w^th mirth, or lown with love. 
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Fine actions 'feed Love’s holy fire, 

Like sandal-wood of fragrant gold ; 

Till Heavenward, glorious to behold. 

It breaks, in many a splendid spire. 

There, hand in hand, they reach across 
A double range of rich delights ; 

And climb in safety whore the heights 
Of Life have many a chasm of Loss. 

A happy soul in song doth gush, 

Ere closes their day-1 )ook of bliss, 

So softly clasped with a kiss, 

While eyes with tears of trembling flush. 

“ O lilessfd Bird that hoars and sings. 

And moves m heaven on triumphing wings ; 
r ll»tn (hops to rest 
'Within my breast. 

And a}e home balm of blessing brings. 

" 0 Hover of mine. Lift’* stream may start 
Thy trembling leaves, but cannot thwait 
Love's calm bilow, 

Wlicie wed loots grow 
In twin ht length, binding Ue.ut to heart. 

** O crest of beauty on my blow ; 

O light of love upon inj plow ; 

To the deith-dark, 

T i < >w my bark ; 

You gild with glory as we go.” 

’Tis merry to walk the deck oflife, # • 

Tho’billOwsbeat, and the wild winds blow; 
And proudly feel they rest below ; 

That precious freightage, weans and wife. 



Ii VDY LAtJRA. 


218 

But, ho drifts on, in lonely hark, 

Past shining home, and sinking isle. 
Pino Apparition, with a smile 
Bike spirit-music ! in the dark 

Thy sudden beauty lightens near. 

And bows him to the knees in prayer. 
Ho needs long draughts of heavenly air, 
Who dives to clutch a pearl so dear. 


XVI. 

To-day, bn id fall of palms the Victor stands ; 

His brows are bound by Lady Laura’s hands. 

He conquered. To her feet he brought tbo prize; 
Twin worlds of bliss rose throbbing in her eyes. 
Sparkled her smiling soul like that of a child, 
Ajad, smiling, all her luminous body smiled. 

The lilies, white upon her stream of life. 

Heaved with the sweet leel of its dancing strife. 
She, glowing happy as the languorous South, 
When Spring doth, kiss her on the flowery modth. 
From out her heart’s heaven a sweet simple Grace 
Came blushing all the secret in her face, 

And dyed her beauty daintier for embrace. 

H© iookt into the windows of her eyes, 

To see Love, sitting by the hearth, arise 
And let him in, and lead him to his throne, 

For love and woiship thro’ all worlds his own. 
Hep virgin tree at a trembling touch doth mpVC ; 
Into his bosom drops the frait of loVe. 
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Upon his life now leaneth dewily 
The rose of her ripe beauty rare to see. 

In honeyed light, and sweet with pleasant showers, 
Lies all the land, a colored flame of flowers ; 

And with a sidelong grace smiles of the sight; 
Heaven shakes its bridal torch and laughs delight. 
• 

Qn her white holy hand the ring of gold 
Exults its branch of glory to enfold. 

Comes forth in greeting all the country side. 

To welcome Lady Laura home, a Bride. 

King, merry bells, ring, blithesome bridal bolls ! 
To the tunc of happy hearts your triumph swells. 


XVII. 

** Mr life lay like a Sea-bud, dark upon the watery 
- old,* 

That feels when Spring is in the world, and striveth to 
unfold. 

The breath of Love pa^ed o’er me, and the Spring 
went 1 ingliiii^ by. 

Till on a sudden I was ’wai e. Beloved, thou wert 
« nigh ’ 

The Bird of Lo\e to my window came, and sang a 
btiain dn me. 

Sweet Bird ! he makes his nest, I said, ’neath other 
eaves th in mine : 

But many a day hath come and gone, and still he sits 
and sings 

His song of happy futures, and of dear remembered 
things. 

V My life Went darkling like tho Barth, nor knew it 
shone a Star 

To Uiat dear Heaven on wlflch it hung in worship from 
afar. 
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O, HO^y bared their beauty like brave flowers to Ihe 
bee ; 

She might h we ranged thro* sunuy Acids, but nestled 
down by me : 

A King upon his Throne might have smiled her to his 
Bide ; 

But, with a lowly majesty slic came to me, my Bride, 

And grandly gave her love to me, the dearest thing on 
Kaith, 

Like one who gives a jewel, all unwet+ing of its Worth. 

“ O, was it an Immortal Child, left by a fair Dream- 
fiude, 

Seen in a world of vision with mine eyes stretoht spirit* 
wide ? 

Or was the Image pictured, by the sun of another lifa. 

In secret soul, that I might know its living like my 
Wife ? 

I know not ; but, when luminous she floated on to me, 

Methought she flamed fiom out the mist of some far 
memory. 

The hidden Love just stirring the spring-roses of her 
face; 

The picture of sweet Saintliness 5 the glory and the 
grace. 

** ’Twas when the Earth her green lap spreads far 
Sunimei *s gor gifts ; 

And plump tor kisses of the Sun, her ripened oBfeek 
uplifts ; 

When maiden May was caught and hist in lusty arms 
of June ; 

She newly strung my haip of life, and played its sweet- 
est tune, 

O, I had been content to live in a cottage of the clay, 

8o*l might see and bless her, w hen she chanced to pass ‘ 
that way ; 

But she swam down from her heaven, with a look of 
glorious pride, * 

And I clasp my heart’s sweet Vision 5 lo 1 a nestling 
. human Bride.” 
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X Fill. 

Calk is thoir sheltered shore of life, caressed 
Bjr gentle tides of poaoo, whose murmurs are 
Of storms at rest, and sorrows sanctified. 

But not for them alone the honey-time. 

And bliss of being ! hearts were all too full 
01 lusty longing lor all human good, 

And happiness' was only meant to share. 

That luminous revealor, hallowing Love, 

Gave them the seeing eye, not drooping lid. 

His chosen .ire but caught up into llcaven. 

For wider vision of a suitor ing Earth. 

Their lavish bliss ran over to make rich. 

And kindle witli a spring of laughing life 
The poor world kneeling at the teot of theirs. 
And not forgotten was that factory-world. 
Which like a doomed Ship far away i* the night 
Pleaded — each port-hole lighted up for help ! 
Christ on the Cross for eighteen hundred years, 
And still His Poor their long redemption wait — 
Still tempted of the Devil in the Desert. 

Still are they, crouching by the hrelosa hearth. 
In the dead vs inter often driven to bum 
The bravest hangings of their house of life. 

To scare the gaunt wolf Hunger, whose ey oh glare 
In at the window lit with bloody lust ! 
Sometimes a cry runs throbbing thro’ the night. 
As tho’ Creation quickened with the birth 
Of newlitbstrange and monstrous, in our world. 
Then startled Fear from his high lattice looks,* 
With fitoe as white as death-touch t Wants below: 
There rago a people like a forest of fire ! 

’ Grim on the banner Baber's challenge flames, 

44 Leave to live working, or dio fighting.’* 

Fear 
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Sends forth his Guards, and to his pillow slinks/ 
lied Murder leaps up sudden in their midst ; 

The gathering of fierce so fie i in g breaks in blood: 
Begins again the old long agony, 

And Order reigns’ tbo’ many a day the Ghost 
*Gf Revolution at his banquet sits, 

And standeth Sentry at his door o’ nights. 

O hopeless Poor, and irn potently Rich ! 

O hurrying host of batthhg enmities, * 

That, fighting, feel no earthquake rook the ground ! 
O human world, panting without the pale 
Of harmony, the universal law, 

Like Soul, troublous wail, shut out of bliss ! 

Shall it not come, the tune of which wo dream 
To crown long years of strife, and blood, and tears. 
When from the Book the Poet’s thought shall step 
Clothed on with human lineaments, and live? ♦ 
And this Ideal of our hopeful Brave 
Come down and dwell with us in daily life. 

And Earth and Iloai on lie in each other’s arms ? 

They doom so, who, with visionary eyes, 

Ha\e hold communion with that world to cotno; 
Our woddi d pair : their faith made quick by love ; 
They look within — its Shadow comes that way. 
And they will make their outer life a dial, 

On which the inner light may rise and shine ; 

And touch with radiance soft some sullen spot 
Where falls the Devil’s shadow, till a smile 
Is on its face as it turns up to God. 

Bing Ho for the Now World ami its golden ago 
Of delicate dream work, and of rich romance* 

They bought the Factory ; turned its stream of toil 
To a flood of Joy on Lady Lmra’s hands. 

There Life, whose dark and stagnant wa tors swarmed 
With hideous things, in merry radiance runs; 
Brightens w ith health* and breaks in frolic? spray ; 
Peeps thro’ a garland green, and laughs in light; 
Its rest, blessed tho^tlie calm high heavens 
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Had lookt it into a transfiguring trance, 

Then with light-hearted morrow sparkling on— 

So to the dark arch Death, thro' which the stream 
Will bicker or darken for the shoreless sea. 

They built their little world, wherein the Poor 
Might grow the flow* r of Hope, and fruit of Love $ 
Ana human trees, w ith outatrctcht arms of cheer. 
Might mingle music, wreathe m hud and bloom. 
And in their branches nest the birds of God, 

That in immortal beauty whitely hover, 

But come not down to build while boughs are 
bare. 

They bought and sold, they ploughed, and sowed, 
ana reapt. 

* Cheapness, Free Trade, and such Economy 
As suck their strength flow human blood and tears ; 
Feeding on beauty’s waste, and Childhood's spring ; 
Shredding with wintry hand life s leafy prime ; 
They bowed not down to — Baal of the strife 
Thai, gives the Devil his own vantage-ground. 
Where each man’s hand is at his brother's throat ; 
The knight in golden mail combats the naked 1 
And hearts must run with never-tiring wheels 1 
The wiak go down , the Victors merenesa 
Still wield the Sword of Selfish interest, 

To win their crown of Individual gam, 

And throne of Isolation cool and lone. 

Not this, but life of freedom, law of love ; 

The winepress trod by each , the i up for all ; 

In this serener world — this morning star 
That rises out of chaos and the night, 

Like throbbing heart of some Millennial Day. 
Here, life is no soul-sickening round of toil , 

No need to blink the Spirit’s longing sight. 

Here, simple childhood opens vernal ojes. 

And young blood dances though the veins of Ago* 
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While Cottage homes rise from the sea of green, 
"tribe clouds where happy spirits bit and sing. 

The old wild-brier, Labor, from which spring 
The radiant ltoses of a warmer World, 

With kindlier nurture blossoms forth anew, 

A glory of Flowers, and wears immortal green ; 
Breaks the stern granite, sparkling Into beauty. 
And precious jewels glow from common stones : 
Soft white hands smooth the brow of wrinkled 
Wrath ; 

The gentle balm of Love makes hard eyes soft, 

And melted hearts to sw im thro’ woe-worn looks, 
With sweet and delicate human tendomess. 

The trampled battle-field of sin-scarred faces 
Is healed with tho liarxest of ripe lo\e; 

Its frow mng furrow s ci ow nod w ith ridged smiles. - 

Over their Wprld wlieio Passion hurtled down 
Burning instead of beauty, as its sun, 

And all around w as black eternal night ; 

Love’s radiant shadow sheds an atmosphere 
Of soft celestial brightness, calm, and peace. 

And Life goes hand in hand with happy tilings; 

In lovely shadow -hinds with spirits talks ; 

There with all gracious Shapes of Beauty walks, 
""And wins their motion, majesty, and mien ; 

And rears his temple rich tor God, inlaid 
With precious jewels, and colois fair, and cries, 

** Behold liow r good and joyful a thing it is 
To dwell together in peace and unity.” 

Thps Lady Laura and her peasant lord 
Built o’er tho dead past their proud monument, 
That signals to far times their message of love : 

And God was with them smiling on their work. 
They wrought not without 1 hindrance, sorrow and, 

„ P 8,111 : 

Wjho work for Freedom win not in an hour : 
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Their cost of conquest never can bo summed 1 
They toil and toil thro’ many a bitter day, 

Ana dark, when false friends flee, and true ones 
faint. 

The seed of that great truth from which shall Spring 
Thee forest of the future, and givo shade 
To the reapors of the harvest, must be watcht 
With faith that fjuls not, fed with rain of tears, 
And walled around, with life that, fighting, fell. 
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GLIMPSES OF THE WAR. 


I 

Luck peering Children down some distant line, 
What tiino with periling pomp and pagean* shows 
The Battle in its bravery blazons by, 

We pour'd into the passing world of War — 

Its crowning Heaven pulst with starry hopes — 

Its crowded Hell of red and writhing pain , 

\V ith hearts that achod or burm d, .is kindled cheeks 
Flamed up in reddening shame or bloom of pride, 
Anu told the stoiy os the pictures rose. 

How England swooned beneath the kiss of Peace, 
And languibht in her long voluptuous dream. 
While weed-like eroatun s crept along her path. 
Whore l< apt of old proud waves of glorious life, 
The sluggish chanm Is choked with golden sand. 
The lulls of light roso shining fir away, 

Where she should stand and touch the hem of 
Heaven t 

But, day by day Bho daiken* d deeper down 
The coldj^grim shadow stietclit o’er half the earth, 
Came freezing round her watclifiro’s dying flame, 
While spirit-nngcr-pointings signalled her, * 
And spirit-rustlings surged the air m vain 

A tearless anguish flamed from Poland’s eyes 
When the red Deluge closed above her head 
Sodden with Bu{E%rmg and unwept tears, 
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The heart of JStpagary pled in silence stem : 

Poor Italy ley In her guarded grave, 

JOter life ail crouching In one listening sense* 

To catch aught stirring In the upper world : 

Out of the North the brute Colossus strode. 

With grimly solemn pace, proud in the might 
That moves not but to crush, and terribly towered 
Its growing shape thro’ Battle’s bloody gap 
Whore Nations fell ; and like a Cyclops’ eye 
Its one idea lit it to the prey : 

While pale Expediency paltered for 
Our peaceful chance of being eaten last. 

And England slumbered in the lap of Peace, 
Beneath her grand old Oak which, hale and strong, 
Bode down tho storm, and wrestled with the winds, 
To rise in pomp of bloom, and p.ean of song. 
Green with the sap of many hundred springs ; 

And tossed its giant arms in wanton life, 

Like Victory smiling in the sun of Glory. 

She saw not how tho woims eat out its hearfc fc 
Life doftly masks tho hiding-plaoo of death ; 

And Hum leads his B?ido m a garland green 
For sacrifice. So England slept in peace. 

And in the glamour of her dr(M.m sho saw 
Brave fancies foot it holding Freedom’s pall, 
Waving their funeral links for bridal lights. 

Came Nemesis, her lightnings stabbed tho dark, 

To show the way, and stai tied England woke ! 
Behold the glorious creiture leaping from 
Delilah’s lap, to the battle-chariot, # 

Like sh rnuoss stript for sh iJc. Gi im-wooing War 
IVJGrrois Ins terrible beauty in litr face ; 
ljkr heart is dancing to a loftier tun©. 

On fire to bring the d< ath-etrokes hand to hand. 
The brightness of her look consumes the cloud. 

Ah, God hath called II is Chosen onco again, 

And the Old Guard of Freedom takes tho field. 
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Rejoicing in jho glory of her strength, 
like sprite proud cataract she shoots for the strife, 
And hurls her hurrying waves of valor down, 
Ths glorious shudder of Intrepid blood 
Hurtles thro* all her veins, and Victory’s voice 
Cries from the imnobt oracle of her soul. 

Her swift avenging armaments shall flame 
O'er land and sea, sublime as when of old 
With a colossal calm she rode the waves 
Of war, that heaved magnificent in stoim. 

The noble prophecy of ripened ace 

Was on her youthful brow ; fulfilment conics. 

She lifts the Ark of Freedom in her aims, 

Safe thro’ the deluge of a warring woild. 


IX. 


For Freedom’s battle march auld Scotland’s brave. 
And Edinburgh ntre^ts are piled with life to-day 
High on her crags the royal City sits. 

And sees the hies of war far-winding out, 

And with the gracious golden Morning smiles 
Her proudest blessing down. Old Arthur’s beat 
Flings up his cap of cloud for brave success , 

Tho T’entlands lift their veil and lean to see , 

But tho old Castle standetli staidly stern, 

As some scarred Chief who sends his bo\ s to battle : 
While the bca flashes in tho sun, oui bhield, 

So rich in record of lieioic names 1 

The gay Hussars come riding thro’ the town, 

A light of triumph spaikling m their t yes , 

The Music goeth shouting in their j>raisc, 
lake a lotnf people rountf the V u toi 's car ; 

And Highland plumes tog* the r nod as though 
There wont the Funeral fleaiso of a Russian Host : 
Tho bickering bayonets flutter wings of fir< , 

And gaily sounds the March o’ the Cameron Men. 
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The War-steeds sweeping — men to battle going— 
Singing the freeman’s songs of fatherland — ^ 

The banners with old battle-memories stirred— 
The wave of Beauty r s hand — meed of her eyes— - 
The thrilling Pibroch, and the wild war- drum, 

The stern sword-music of our grand Hurrah, 

And answering cheer for death or victory — 

All make mo tingle with a triumph of luo, 

And I could weep that I am left behind. 

To see the tide ebb where I may not follow. 

And there they march a-ficld, those gallant men ; 
To win proud death, or larger life, they leave 
Homo’s rosy circle ringed with blessings rich^ 

For the far darkness, and the battle- cloud , 

Where many have fail ’ll, and many yet must fall, 
In spurring their great hearts up to the leap, 

For suoh brave dashes at unconquered heights. 

The shadow of solomn sorrow falls behind, 

Where sobbing Sweethearts look their loving last. 
And weeping Wivos hold up the little ones. 

The sun sets in thoir faces, life grows gray, 

And sighs of dosolation sweep its desert. 

The winter of the heart aclios in the eyes 
Of Mothers who have given their all, tfeeir all. 

And yet methinks the Heroic Time returns, 

Such look of triumph lit the meanest face 
To-day : there seemed no heart so earthy but 
Had some blind growings after nobler life. 

With hands that rcaoht toward God’s Gate Beau- 
tiful. 

Our England bright’ning thro’ the battle-smoke. 
Had toueht them with her glory’s lovelier light. 
And + hough their darlings fall, and tho’ thfcy die 
In this death-grapple in tho night with Wrong ; 
Tho memory of their proud deeds cannot die. 

They may go down to dust ip bloody shrouds. 

And sleep in nameless tombs. But for all time, 
^ggfi ndlings of Fame are our beloved Lost. 





For me, this day of glorious lifo shaU be 
One of the starry brides of Memory, 

Whoso glittering faces light tho night of soul. 


Ill- 

Twins a garland for tho grave 
Of our Beautiful ! our Brave 1 
And their names in glory grave 
Who have died tor us. 

High tho battle-barm or wave ! 
They have periaht hut to save. 
They have leapt a Curtiau grave 
In their pride for us. 


IV. 


Ova old W ar-banners on the wind 
Were, dancing merrily o’er them ; 

Our- half world frusht with hope behind - 
Tho sullen Foe before them ! 

They trode their march of battle, bold 
As death-devoted freemen „ 

Like thosQ Three Ilundred Greeks of old, 
Or Rome’s immortal Three Men. 

Ah, \ u tory l joyful Victory 1 

Like Love, thou bringest sorrow ; 

But, O ! lor such an hour with thee, 
Who could not die to-morrow ? 

With towering heart and lightsome feet 
They went to their high places , 

The dory valor at white heat 
Was flashing in their faces ’ 





Magnificent in battle-robe. 

And radiant, a# from stai>lands, 

That spirit bhone whieh girds our globe 
With glory, a# with garlands ! 

Ah, Victory ! joyful Victory ! 

Like Lo\e, thou bringest sorrow ; 

But, O ! for such an hour with thee, 

Who could not dio to-morrow ? 

They saw the Angel Iris o’er 
Their deluge of grim fire ; 

And with their life’s last tide they bore 
The Ark of Freedom higher l 

And grander ’tis i’ the dash of death 
To ride on Battle’s billows. 

When Victory's kisses take the breath,^ 
Than sink ou balmiest pillows l 

Ah, Victory ! joyful Victory ! 

Like Lo\e, thou bfringest sorrow ; 

But, O ! for such an hour with tlice. 

Who could not die to-morrow ? 

Bra\e Hearts, with noble feeling flusht. 

In ripe and ruddy liot 

But Yesterday ! how arc ye husht 
Beneath the smile of Quiot ! 

For us they pour’d their Blood like wine. 
From lito’s ripe-gather’d clusters ; 

And far thro’ History’s night shall shine 
Their deeds w ith starry lustres. 

Ah, Victory ! joyful Victory ! 

Like Love, thou bringest sorrow ; 

But, O ! for such an hour with thee, 

Who could not die to-morrow ? 

We laid, them not in Churchjard home. 
Beneath our darling daisies : 

But to their rude mounds Love will come, 
Aud sit, and sing their praises. 



* ' QJ.IUF0K9 OF Vt\3i W4fc' W » ‘ 

* I 

And soothly ew^et shall be their rest * 

W.here victory’s hands have crown’d them ; * 

To Earth our Mother’s bosom prest, 

Apd Heaven’s arms around them. 

Ah, Victory ! joyful Victory ! 

Like Lo^s o, thou bringest sorrow ; 

But, O ! Tor such an hour with thee. 

Who could not die to-morrow ? 

Yes, there they lie ’ncath Alma’s Bod, 

On pillows dark and gory, — 

As brave a host as ever trod 
Old England’s fields of glory. 

With head to home and face to sky. 

And foot the Tyrant spuming. 

So grand they look, so proud they lie, 

We weep ior glorious yearning. 

Ah, Victory * jiyful Victory ! 

Like Love, thou bringest sorrow ; 

But, O I for buoh an hour with thee. 

Who could not die to-morrow? 

They in Life's outer circle sleep, 

As each in death stood Sentry ! 

And with our England’s Dead still keep 
Their watch for km and country. 

Up Alma, in their red footfalls, 

Comes Freedom’s daw n ui toiious , 

Such graves are courts to f< stal halls » 

They banquet with the filououb. 

Ah, Victory* joyful Victory* 

Like Lo\o, tliou biingcbt soirow ; 

But, O 1 ior such an hour with thee, 

Vr ho could not die to-morrow ? 

Our Chiefs who matcht the men of yore, 

And bore oar shield’s great burden, — 

The nameless Heroes of the Poor, — 

They Ell shall have their guerdon. 
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tn silent eloquence, each life 
The Earth holds up to heaven ; , 
And Britain gives for Child and Wife* 
As thosci dear hearts have given. 

Ah, Victory 1 joyful Victory ! 

Like Love, thou bringest sorrow ; 
But, O ! for such an hour with theo. 
Who could not die to-inoriow? 

The spirits of our fathers still 
Stand up in battle by us ; 

And in our need, on Alma hill. 

The Lord of Hosts vs as nigli us. 

Lot Joy or Sorrow brim our cup, 

*Tis an exultant story, 

IIow England's Chosen Ones wont up 
Ked Alma's hili to glory. 

Ah, Victory ! joyful Viotoiy ! 

Like Love, thou bringest soirow ; 
But, () ! for such an hour with thee, 
Who could not die to-uiorrow ? 


V. 

Twwe a garland for the gra^o 
Of our B autiful 1 our Bravo f 
And their names in glory grave 
Who have died ior us. 

High tho battle-banner v\ ave T 
They have perisht but to save. 
They have leapt a Curtian grave 
In theii pride for us. 
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VI. 

IIow they conquer, gallant gu ardors, with the red 
wet sword in hand ! 

How thy life, at their bravo ardors, crimsons high 
with health, Old Land ! 

How they run the race of glory ! how they light 
theso darkened years ! 

In our land’s heroic story, His the proudest tale of 
tears. 

In the Alma’s vineyards ruddy, did they toil for 
our increase; 

In the fields of battle bloody, they shall plant our 
palms of Peace. 

They may rest !>} Alma river , they may die in 
deserts drear : 

Hut for ever, and for ever, shall our country hold 
thorn dear. 

With her smile tho Angel Duty lit their brows as 
with a crown ; 

And for love ol her dear beauty they to death go 
grandly down. 

Eyes may weep the unrctu ruing ; hearts will break 
with Mother and Undo . 

But, on Britain's front no mourning glooms for 
those who thus have died 


V tl 

Twin*, a garland for tho grave 
Of our Beautiful 1 our Brave 1 
And their names in glory grave 
Who have died for us. 
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High the battle-banner waye ! 
They have pcrisht bat to save, 
'fhey have leapt a Curt ran gr«l#<y 
In their pride for us. 


VIII. 

SfT proud in your saddles ! grip tighter eich blade ! 
We ride, lio, we ride a magnificent raid ! 

To-day win a glory that never shall fade. 

Old England for evor ! II nr rah ! 

O the lightning of life ! O the thunder of steeds ! 
Great thoughts burn within us lik<» fiery seeds, 
Swift to flame out a red Fruitage of deeds. 

Old England for ever 7 Hurrah ! 

O the wild joy of Warriors going to die, 

All Sword, and all Flame, with our brows lifted 
high ! 

Hide on, happy bind, for the glory swims nigh. 
Old England for over I Hurrah J 

Chariots of fire in the dark of death stand ; 

Down thro tin* battle-cloud roaches a Hand 
To crowu all who die fur tlieir own dear land. 

Old England for ever ! Hurrah \ 

The Sea of Flame wraps us now ! take one long 
breath. 

And plunge for the prize of Immortals, beneath. 
Shout to the cannonade, shouting to Death : 

Old England for ever ! Hurrah l 
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Spring to now 1 dash thro’ now 1 and cleave crest 
and crown * 

For each foo round you strown now, a" wreath of 
renown F 

In a red rain of Sabres ride down, dash them down. 

Old England for ever ! ^ Uurrah 1 

Charge back ! onco again wo must rido the death- 
ride, 

You Victor-few smiling in terrible pride ! 

Charge borne ! smoking hell of horse, grim, glori- 
fied 1 

Old England for ever ! Hurrah ! 

Now cheer for the living 1 now cheer for tho dead 1 

Now cheer for the deed on that hill-side red . 

The glory is gut hr red for England’s hiud. 

Old England lor ever ! Hurrah ! 


IX. 

An, woop not for the Heroes whom we never more 
4 shall seo , 

Ah, woop we were no! with them in their ruddy 
rev elry ! 

God of Battles ! but ’twere glorious to have mount- 
ed Victory’s Car, 

TV hen the Chivalry ol Europo smote tho squadrons 
of the C^ar ! 

’Tis brave, while banners wave, to bo whore Froo- 
doni’H Ohxmpions aie, 

And burst upon the Enemy like Gods from clouds 
of war ! 

Our Old Laud beauteous leans above hor darlings 
as they die, 

And, bosom’d in her arms of lortre, hor slain ones 
richly lie. 
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Wo Messed them for tho Battle, who butmarcht 
to the Bier ; 

Some wore riper for tho Bridal — some were 
* Fath&s giay and sere ; 

With a kis8 foi Child and Wife, some went out m 
Wsfr’a red wia< k , 

And to the land fhat gives us life, Who’d grudge 
to gi\e it ku k ? 

I had a gallant Brother, loved at Ik me, and dear to 
me — 

I have a mourning Mother, winsome Wife, and 
Children three — 

Ho lit s with Baluklavu’s dead But let the Old 
1 and call, 

And wo’d give our living lenmant, and we’d follow 
one and all f 


We speak a few weak woids , hut the great hearts 
gone to God, 

They have fought with then b woids — won our 
battles red wi t-shod 1 

While wo sat at home, biave lain els for our Land 
they wont to win , 

And with smiles Y ilhalla lightens as our Heroes 
enter in. 


They bore our Banner finiL ss to the death, as to 
the fight, 

They Id ted Engl ind peoiless to tho old lieioic 
li^ j ght. 

We w»cp not for the lltuxs whom wo never more 
snail we, — 

"W c weep we were not with them ip their ruddy 
revelry. 
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x. 

Twine a garland for tin* grave 
Of our Beautiful l our Brave ! 
And their names in glory grave 
Who have died for ns 
High the battle-banner wave ! 
They havo porisht but to save, 
They havo leapt a Curtian grave 
In their pride for us. 


XI. 

“ You brave, you bonny Nightingale, 

You *11 e no summer Bird ; 

Your music sheathes an Army’s wail 
That pierces like a Sword. 

All night she sings, brav o Nightingale, 
"With her bieast against the thorn , 
Ilcr saintly patience doth not fail* 

She keepeth watch till mom. ** 

44 Ah, sing, you bonniest Bird of God, 
The night is sad and long ; 

To dying eais — to broken hearts — 
You sing an Angel’s song! 

She sings, she sings, brave Nightingale, 
And weary warrior souls 
Are caught up into Slumber’s heaven, 
And lapped in Love's v\aiin lolds. 

44 O sing, O sing 1 bravo Nightingale, 
And at \ nur magic note 
Upon Lite* Bca victoriously 
Tho sinking soul will float. 

115 
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Q sing, 0 sing T b*a\e Nightingale, 

1 And lure them back again. 

Whose path is lost and spirit orost, 

In daik Mild woods of Pam. 

** She sings, she sings, braie Nightingale, 

Slio meathes a gracious balm , 

Her presence breaks the wa\ts of war, 

She smiles them into calm 
She sings, she smgs, bmvo Nightingale, 

Of auld Lang syno and Home , 

And life grows light, the woild glows blight. 
And blood runs rich with bloom. 

“ Day unto day her dainty b inds 

Make Life’s soiled temples chan, 

And there’s a wakd of gloi y while 
Her spirit pure hath hot n. 

At midnight, thro 5 * that shadow-land, 

Her lmng face doth glo im 
The d\ mg kiss her sli ulow, ltid 
l he Dead smile ui their di< mi. 

“ Bra-vc Bud of Lo\o, in T lie’s sweet Maj , 

She lose np from the feast, 

To sluue aboie our Banna, 
lake God s Angel m the 1 ist 
Bmc Bncl of Life, wave h< tiling wings 
O’er that giay Lind o’ the Do id, 

God’s Ilcai on lie lound 3011 like a shield, 

Lai ill's blessings on 30m head ” 


The Hose did lift her veil, and blush 
At her bower-door like a Bride , 

The shy brown birds came batk with Spring, 
In our merry gm n woods to hide 
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Bat there she sang, our Nightingale ! 

TUI War’s stem heart grew mud ; 
And, nestling in tlio arms of Peace, 
He slumbered like a Child. 


XII. 

’IV as Midnight ore our Guns’ grim laugh at their 
wild work did cease. 

And at the smouldering fires of War we lit tlio 
pipe of peace. 

At Four, a hurst of Bells went up thro’ Night’s 
Cathedral dark. 

It seemed so like our Sabbath-chimes, we could but 
lie, and hark ! 

So like the Bells that call to prayer in the dear ¥ 
land far away ; 

Tlieir music Boated on the air, and kist us — to 
betray. 

Our camp lay on the shadowy hill, all silent as a 
cloud. 

Its very heart of life stood still — and the white 
Mist brought its shroud ; 

For Death was walking in the dark, and giimly 
smiled to see 

IIow all was ranged and ready for Ills sumptuous 
jubilee* 

0 wily are the Hussions, and they came to their 
wild work— m 

Their feet all shod for silence in the best blood of 
the Turk ! 

While in its banks our fiery tide of War serenely 
slept. 

Their subtle serpentry unrolled, and stealthily 
they crept [* f 
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In the Ruins of the Valley do the Birds of Oar* 
nago stir? 

A rustle in the gloom like wheels ! feet trample — ' 
bullets whir — 

Blessed God ! tho Foe is on us. Now the Bugles 
with a start 

Thrill — like the cry of a wrongdd Queen — to 
the red roots of the heart ; 

And long and loud the wild war-drums with throb- 
bing triumph roll, — 

A sound to set tho blood on fire, and warm the 
shivering soul. 

The war-worn and the weary leapt up ready, fresh, 
and true ! 

No weak blood curdled white i* the face, no valor 
turned to dow ; 

Majestic aB a God defied, arose our English Host — 

All for the peak of Peril rusht — each for the 
fieriest post ! 

Thro’ the mist, and thro’ the mud, and o’er the 
hill-brow scowling grim. 

As is the frown of Murder when he dreams his 
dreadful dream. 

On Bayonets and Swords the smile of conscious vic- 
tory shone, 

And down to death wo duslit tho Rebels plucking 
at our Throne. 

On, on they came with face of flamo, and storm of 
shot and shell — 

Up ! Up 1 like lieaven-scalers, as wo sent them back 
to IleH. 

As Bridegroom leaves his wedded Bride in gentle 
slumbers sealed, 

Our England slumbered in the West, when her 
Warriors went a -field. 

* We thought Of her, and swore that day to strike 
immortal blows, 

Asjall along our leaguered line the roar of Rattle rose. 
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Her Banners waved like blessing hands, and Wo 
knew it was the hour 

For a glorious grip till fingers met in the throat of 
Kussian power 

And at a bound, and with a sound that madly 
cried to kill, 

Tho Lion of Old England leapt like lightning fiom 
the hill. 

And there he stood superb, thro’ all that Sabbath 
of the Sword, 

And there he slew, with a terrible Bcorn, his hun- 
ters, horde on horde. 

All Ilcll seemed bursting on us, as the yelling 
Demons came t— 

The Cannon’s tongues of quick red firo lickt all the 
hills ft-flame 1 

Mad whistling shell, wild sneering shot, with dev- 
ilish glee went past, 

Like fiendish feet and laughter hurrying down tho 
baL tie-blast. 

An^ fl 'ro’ the air, and round the hills, tlicie ran a 
wrack sublime, 

As tho’ tho Eternal's Ark wore crashing on tho 
shores of Time. 

No Sun ? but none is needed, — Men can feel their 
way to fight, 

Tho lust of Battle in their face — eyes filled with 
fiery light ; 

And long ere dawn was red in Ileaven, upon the 
dark earth lay 

The prophesying morning-red of a great and glo- 
rious day. 

• 

Like the old Sea, white-lipped with rage, they 
dash, and foun de«pau 

On ranks of lock, and w hat a prize for the Wrecker 
Death was there ’ 
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Bat as Hwere River Pleas&unoo, did our fellows 
take that flood, 

With a royal throbbing in the pulse that beat vo- 
luptuous blood : 

The Guards went down to the light in grey, but 
now they’re gory red — 

Christ save them, they’re surroundod ! Leap your 
raftmarts of the dead, 

, And back the desporato battle, for there is but one 
short stride 

Betweon the Russ and victory ! One more tug, you 
true and tried ! 

Glory to God ! They are here ! with bloody spur 
Ride, Bosquet, ride 1 

Down like a flood from Etna foams their valor’s 
burning tide. 

* Now, God for Merrio England, cry ! Hurrah for 
Franco the Grand, 

And clmrgo the foe together, all abreast, and hand 
to nand ! 

II© but caught a shadowy glimpse across the smoke 
of Alma’s fray 

Of the Destroying Angel that shall smite his 
strength to-day. 

We shout and charge together, and again, again, 
again, 

Our plunging battle tears its path, and paves it 
with the slain. 

Hurrah ! the mighty host doth melt before our 
fervent heat ; 

Against our side its breaking heart doth faint and 
fainter beat. 

And O but ’tis a gallant show, and a merry match, 
' as thus 

We pound into the glorious goal with shouts victo- 
rious ! 
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From morn tiU night, we fought ocUr fight, and at 
the set of son 

Stood Conouerors on Inksrmann — our Soldiers’ * 
Battle won. 

That morn their legions stood like eorniu its pomp 
of golden grain 1 

That night the ruddy sheaves were reapt upon the 
misty plain ! 

For wo cut them down by thunder-strokes, and 
piled the shocks of slain : 

The hill-Bide like a vintage ran, and reel’d Death’s 
harvest- wain. 

Wo had hungry hundreds gone to sup in Paradise 
that night, 

And robes of Immortality our ragged Braves be- 
dight t 

They fell' in Boyhood’s comely bloom, and Bra- 
very’s lusty pride ; 

But they made their bod o’ the Russian dead, crc 
they lay down and died. 

V® gathered round the tent-fire in tlio evening cold 
and gray, 

And thought of those whp rankt with us in Battle’s 
ricli array, 

Our Comrades of the morn who came no more from 
that fell fray ! 

The salt tears wrung out in tho gloom of green 
dells far away — 

The eyes of lurking Death that in Life's crimson 
hubbies play — 

The stem white faces of the Dead that on the dark 
ground lay 

Like Statues of old Heroes, cut in prooions human 
day — 

Some with a smile as life had stopt to music 
proudly gay — 
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The household Gods of many a heart all dark and 
dumb to-day ! » 

And hard hot oya® grow ripe for tears, and hearts 
sank down to "pray. 

From alien lands, and dungeon-grates, how eyes 
will strain to mark 

This waving Sword of Freedom burn and beckon 
thro’ the dark ! 

The Martyrs stir in bloody grazes, the rusted 
armor rings 

Adown the long aisles of tho dead, where lie the 
warrior King* 

To the mighty Mother England came the radiant 
Victory 

With Laurels red, and a bitter cup like Christ's 
last agony. 

She took the cap, she drank it up, she raisod her 
laurelled brow : 

Her sorrow Beemod like solemn joy, she lookt so 
noble now. 

The dim divine of distance died — *• the purpled Past 
grew wan, 

As came this crowning Glory o’er tho heights of 
Inkcrmann 


XIII* 

Czar Nicholas called to North and South, 
‘‘ Come, see tho world's great show f 
f’ll thrust my head in the Lion's n outh,” 
And he fought, 44 Ha 1 Ha 1 Ho 1 Ho !” 
44 1 am the Lion-Tamer dread — 

I make the old brute quail 1 ” 

The Lion he shook his incredulous head, 
*jpqd wagged his dubious tail. 
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O the lion lay down in the pride of life might ; 

*Twas a brave* magnanimous beast ! 

O the Lion leapt up to his shaggiest height ; 

The lord of a bloody feast ! 

Now hold, now hold, thou desperate man, 

Or thy braggart cheek may pale ; 

Lo ! Terror tow’rs mighty in his mane. 

And Vengeance tugs at his tail. 

Like a statuo of Satan, Nick, alas f stood. 

And he ohuckled a low lying laugh : 

4i The world is my Knoutshin's whipping-top : 

L£ot blood for wino I quaff ! ” 
lie called to North, he called to South, 

“ Come, see the old brute quail : 

I’ll thrust my head in his mumbling mouth : ” 

The Lion ho wagged his tail. 

He thrust his head in tho Lion’s mouth : 

lio ! Ho 1 but the spdrt was rare r 
The Lion smelt blood in the giant’s breath, 

1 his clencht teeth held nim there. 

Then he cried, from betw oen tho gates of death. 
With the voice of a Spirit in bale, 
e( Now God-a-meroy on my soul ! 

Does the Lion wag his tail ? ” 

Then each one strove to say him Yea, 

But each on© held his breath ; 

For the fires of hell lit the Lion’s eyes. 

And his looks communed with Death ! 

The Giant’s heart melts like snovMn<h|S mouth. 
His voice is a woman’s wail ; * 

The Avenger knocks at the door of his Kfb, 

In that Jash of the Lion's tail. 

A low, dread sound, as from underground, 

Now signals the realms of tho dead ; 

And the Tamer lies tamed on the earth, full-length 
That is, except — a head. 
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And the poor' old beast, at whose expect mild ” 

The meanest thing dared rail, 

Shakes his mane like a Conqueror’s bloody plumes. 
And — quietly wags his tail. 


XIV. 


iC Around us the night closes dense as a wood, 

The Stars down the darkness like eerie eyes brood ; 
While out through the nightfall my fearless 
thoughts flee 

To him who is fighting far over the sea. 


“ Across the mirk, moorland the birds of night 
cry; 

A wind stirs my flesh as of Ghosts gliding by ; 

Oh, clasp thy hands, pretty one, kneel down with 
me, 

And pray for thy father far over the sea. 


fc Oli, hravo is my Donald, and gallant and gay 
Ho’ll flash through the fight in the wild, bloody 
day; 

He’ll crest the high waves upon Valor’s red sea ; 
God shield him ! God send him luck safely to 
me!” 


He’s lying, poor Wife ! with the valiant and tried, 
Who to-night poured their life on a ruddy hill- 
sido : 

And still she clings tenderly, “ Over the sea, 

Blow, breezes, and bring back my darling to me.” 
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Iter soul it &t smiling, Ml ra§ek as a dove, 

In her pure perfect face that was lighted with love ; 
Her child to the full heart endearing she drew* 

And bowed like a Flower ’neath its blessing of dew 


Some luminous Beauty glides over the place, 

A white mist of glory * a w hi to Hpirit-face ! 

And a starry shape comes slow and sweet from the 
' gloom ; 

God help thee, poor Widow 1 thy Husband is home ! 

She knows not the Presence that hoveroth nigh, 
Nor whence fell the slumber that healed her heart’s*- 
cry; 

But she weeps in her vision, and prayerfully 
Still murmurs, “ God send him back safely to me ! ” 


• XV. 

Wild is the wintry weather ! 

Dark is the night, and cold ! 

All closely we crowd together, 

Within the family fold. 

A mute and mighty Shadow flies 
Across the land on wings of gloom f 
And thro’ each Home its awful eyos 
May lighten with their stroke of doom. 
Life’s light burns dim — we hold the breath 
r Alt sit storn in the shadow of Death, 

Around the household fire — - 
This Winter ‘fi-night in England, 

Straining our ears for the tidings of War, 
Holding our hearts, like Beacons, up higher. 
For those who are lighting afar. 
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Wo talk of Britain ’ft glory, 

We sitig some bravo old song, 

Or tell the thrilling story 

0 ( her wrestle with the Wrong. 

Till we clutch the spirit sword for the strife, 

And into our Rest would rather fall 
Down Battle’s cataract of life, 

Than turn the white face to the wall. 

Sing, O, for a charge victorious ! 

And the meekest face grows gloriouB ! 

As we sit by the household hro. 

This Winter’s-night in England, — 

Our souls within us like steeds of War ! 

And wo hold our hearts, liko Beacons, up higher. 
For those who are fighting afar. 

And oft in silence solemn 

We peer from Night’s dark tent, 

And see the quivering column 

Liko a cloud by lightning rent. • 

For death, how merry they mount and ride ! 

Thoso swords look keen for their lap of gore f 
Such Valor leaps out Deified 1 

Such souls must rend the Clay they wore ! 

IIow proud they sweep on Glory’s track f 
So many start I so few come back 
To sit by the household fire, 

On a Winter’s-night in England, 

And with rich tear© wash their wounds of W ar, 
Where we hold our hearts, liko Beacons, up 
higher, 

For those who are fighting afar. 

Wc thrill to the Clarion’s clangor, 

And harness for the fight : 

With the Warrior’s gloiious anger, 

W o arc nobly mad to smito : 



O£0tPfti8 Or TBB WA3EU , , 1 / 

No dalliance, save with Hate, hold we. 

Where Life and Death keep bloody tryst, 

And all the red Reality 

Reels on 11s through a murder-mist ! 

Wave upon wave rolls Ruin’s flood, 

And the hosts of the Tyrant melt in blood. 

As we sit by the household fire ; 

This Winter’s-night in England, 

And our color flies out to the music of War, 

While we hold our hearts, like Beacons, up 
higher. 

For those who are fighting afar. 

Old England still hath Heroes 
To wear her sword and shield ! 

Wo knew them not while near us, 

Wc know them in the field l 
Look ! how the Tyrant’s hills they climb, 

To hurl our gage in his grim hold ! 

The Titans of the earlier time, 

Tho’ larger-limb’d, were sinaller-soul'd 1 
Laursl, yjT Amaranth, light their brow 1 
Living or dead, we crown them now ! 

As we sit by tho household fire, 

This Winter T s-night in England : 

From the white cliffs watching the storm of W ar. 
Holding our hearts, like Beacons, up higher, 
For those who are fighting afar. 

O ! tboir brave love hath rootage 
In the Old Land, deep and dear, 

And Life's ripe, ruddy fruitage 
Hangs summering lor them hero ! 

And tender eyes, tear-luminous. 

Melt thro' the dark of dreamland skies, 

While, pleading aye for home and uh. 

The heart is one live brood of cries t 
Old feelings cling ! O how they cling ! 

And sweet birds $ing ! O how they sing > 
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Them back to the household Are, 

This Winter’* night in Lngland, 

Where wo wait toi tluin weary and wounded from 
War, 

Holding our hcaits, like Beacons, up higher, 
fc op those who aro lighting afar ! 

Ah, me ! how many a Mai clou 
Will wake o’ nights, to find 
Her tree of life, lo\ e-laden, 

Swept bare in this wild wind 1 
The Bird of bliss, to many a nest, 

Will come back never, never mo 1 
So many a goodly, gallant crest 

That wa^ed to victory, now Iks low 1 
We pray for the m, we har for them. 

And Bilently drop a tear for them, 

As we sit by the household fire , 

This W intei ’s-niglit in England, 

Each life looking out tor its own lovc-btar T 
Holding our hearts, like Beacons, up higher, 
Foi thoso who are fighting afar. 

Bnt, there Is no land like England, 

W horover that land may bo * 

Of all the world ’tie king-land 
Crown’d, by its Bride, the Sea f 
And they shall rest i’ the balmiest lied, 

Who battle fo ir it, and bleed for it 1 
And they shall bo head of the (*lorious Dead, 
Who die xn the hour of m ed lor it * 

And long shall we sing of thtir deeds divine, 

In songs that waini the heart like wine. 

As we sit by the household fire, 

On a Winter Vnight in England, 

And the talc is told of this night of Wai, 

How we held our hearts, like Beacons, ur 
higher. 

For those who were fighting afiir. 
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XVI. 

Sitting in l»u bonow lone, 

Still our Mother makes her mpan 
For the Lost ; and to the Martyr's Hill our 
thoughts in mourning go 
O, that desirt of tin Dead, 

Who lay down in the ir death-bed. 

With their windmg-slieet and wreath ot winter 
snow ! 

Into glory had they rode 
When the tide of tiiumph flowed, 

Not a tear would we shed lor the heroes lying low. 
But our hearts break for the Dead, 

In their desolate death-bed, 

With tlifir winding-sheet and wicath of winter 
snow. 

Praying breath rose white in air, 

Ejes were set m a shun staio, 

Hands wen btretcht for help that came not as they 
sank in silence low 

Our gland, our gracious Dead, 

\\ ho lay down in their death-bod, 

With their winding-slicet and wreath of winter 
snow. 

Now the winter snows are gone, 

And Earth smiles as though the Dawn 
Had 6ome up from it in Flowers — such a light of 
grace doth glow 

All about our darkened Dead, 

Who lay down in their death-bed. 

With their wmaingHshect and wreath of winter 
snow. 
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never, never more, 
domes the Spring that will restore 
To their own love, their own land, tho dear' ones 
lying low 

On the Martyrs’ Ilill, our Dead 
Who lay down in their death-bed. 

With their winding-sheet and wreath of winter 
snow. 

Till with victory God rep 1 ! os. 

Shall our battle storm the skies. 

And our living heroes think, os they grapple with 
the loc. 

Of our perisht, peerless Dead, 

Who lay down in their death-bed , 

With their winding-shout and wreath of winter 
snow. 

Through a hundred battles rod. 

Shall their fame float overhead : 

Into ovci lasting flowers shall their martyr memo- 
ries blow. 

So we crown our glorius Dead, 

Who lay down in their death-bed. 

With their winding-sheet and wreath of wintor 
• snow. 


XVII. 

How shall I help thee, Mother, in thy need? 

I < ried. and lookt my life out thro’ mine eyes, 
Across tlio smoke of thy great Sacrifice. 

Give mo some perilous post, or daring deed. 

O might I breathe in Song heroic breath, 

And strike my haip, as Lightning smites his wires. 
To bear God's message with celestial hies 1 
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3tpg how the Glory of our land 
Sink midnight pawns by the Martyrs’ graves ; 
Walk Wars red highways, voyage grim w£d* 
waves . 

Or in an English choi r go down to death, 

Where the soul buist in wings on Battle's wind i 
No ! England wa\es her Minstrels forth to find 
Our Lion Heart again in Austiia’s prison. 


XVTII. 

Thev havo died, our true and tried, ere Our flag 
victorious flew 

O’er the hurtling battle-hell, w t o must ride to 
conquest through. 

But they died, our Glorified! on the field of their 
renown ; 

And t l *y died when the pride of the Foeman’s 
power went down. 

Bury them on Cathcart’s Hill, ’tis a famous grave i 

Bury them on Cathcart’s Hill with our bravest 
Brave ! 

A proud flame in tho Death-wind waived the 
Warrior's soaring plume • 

Stern m his shroud of fuo, the Foe glared from his 
burning tomb ! 

Victory’s shouts wferc ringing as tlioy flaeht from 
out tin* strifb, 

To meet God’s angels bringing gai lands for tho 
Kings of Life. 

Bury thorn on Catlicart's Hill, ’tie a famoqfs grave ! 

Bury them on Cathcart’s Ilill *with* our bravest 
Bravo » 

17 



258 ‘qUMPfeEf m 'fHB VAR. 

T* 

Bear them to that grave in a solemn march &jxd 
slow, 

Let Music talk m t< us o’er tlio groat ones lying 
low ; 

They Will sleep calm and d< cp when the battle- 
♦ bugle s blow , 

A sumptuous monument the y shall have when nest 
we meet the Foe 1 

Bury them on Cathcait’s Hill, ’tis a famous grave ' 

Bury them, on Cathcart’s Hill with our bravest 
Brave 1 

We quaff our cup o' the vintage, and from darkened 
depths arise 

The bubbles, like the toais that plead in Desolation’s 
eyes, 

Yet there’s glory m our grief — - ’tis a glory that 
shall grow 

W*hen our bonow hath no morrow, and ’twas 
ci nturies ago 

Bury them on (Jathcait’a Hill, ’tis a ihmous grave 1 

Bury them on ( atlicart a llill with our bravest 
Biavo 1 

Bury them on Cathcart’s Hill, — their glory from 
its ciest 

Shall flame, a tenor to the North, a watchfiro to 
the West 1 

They have done with their woik, lay them down to 
their lest, 

In then hand the bittlc-brand, with the burner on 
tlioir biuxat 

Bu*y them on Gathc irt s Hill, ’tis a (imous grave 1 

Birry them on Catheait a Hill with our bravest 
Brave ' 
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XIX. 

0 Stcfehi>.g people, this is not our fight, 4 
Who called a holy rru&ade for the right. 

The Despot's bloody game our trickstoiB play, 

AnA stake our future, chance by chance, away. 

O darkened hearts in desolate homestead ’ 

O wasted bravery of our mighty dead ! 

The flower of mon fall stricken from behind : 

The Knaves and Cowards stab us bound and blind. 
With faces turned from battle, they wont forth . 
We marebt with ours set stem against the North. 
They shuffled lest their feet should rouse the dead : 
We went with resurrection in our tread. 

They trembled lest the woild might come to blpws : 
We quivered for the tug and mortal close. 

They only mOapt a mild hint for the Czar : 

We would have bled him through a sumptuous war. 
While they Were quenching Freedoms scattered 
fires, 

We kindled memories of heroic Sires. 

They’d have this grand old England cringo and 
pray, 

“ Don’t smite mo, Kings ; but if you will, you 
may • ” 

We’d make her as in those proud times of old, 
When Cromwell spoke, and Blake’s war- thunders, 
rolled. 

They to the passing powers of darkness fawn : 
With warrior joy Wo greet this crimson Dawn. 

To crowntni Bloodsuckers they would bind us slaves : 
Wo would bo free, or sleep in glorious graves. • 
State-Spideis, Here or There, weave webs alike ; 
These hold the victiuiB, while the others striku. 

The Dwarfs drag our great Banner in the xuiro : 
We ask for men to bear it high and higher. 

O stop their fiddling over War’s grim revel. 

And pitch them from your shoulders to— the Devil 
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XX. 

There was a poor old Woman once, a daughter of 
oui nation, 

Before the Devil’s poi trait stood in ignorant 
adoration. 

44 You’ro bowing down to Satan, Ma’am,” said 
some Spectator civil 

44 Ah, bn, it b best to be polite, for vc may go to 
the Devil” 

Bow, bow, bow : 

Wo may go to the Devil, so it’s just as well to 
bow. 

So England hails the Saviour of Society, and will 
tarry at 

Ilis feet, nor see her Christ is he who sold him, 
cuist Iseanut 

By graco of Cod, or sleight of hand, he wears tho 
royal vesture, 

And at thy throne, Divine Success ! wo kneel with 
reverent g^stuyo, 

And bow , b jw, bow : 

We may go to the Devil, so it’s just as well to 
bow 

O when the Sun is over us, we -venerate tho 
sonlight , 

But when Eclipse is over it, we venerate the 
dunlight. 

No* matter what is uppermost, upon all~four8 we 
level. 

And when lie 11 triumphs over lleavon — conciliate 
the Dovil, 

And bow* bow, bow • 

We may go to the Devil, so it's just as well to 
V bow* 
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Ah, Louis, had you come to us despised and ttb 
jjected, 

Y&u might ha\o gone to — Coventry, unnoticed 
and neglected 

But as you’ve done one Nation so, and loft another* 
undone, 

We kiss you Sire at Windsor — crown you more 
than king in London, 

And bow, bow, bow : 

We may go to the Devil, so it’s just as well to 
bow. 

Our Idol’s hands aro red with blood, with blood 
his eyes are sodden, 

But we know ’tis only Russian blood which he has 
spilt and trodden ' 

He wears the imperial purple now, that plotting 
prince of evil ; 

lie lets us share his glory if we bow down to tho 
Devil ; 

And we how, bow, bow : 

Wo may go to the Devil, so it’s just as well to 
bow. 

With hand to hilt, and ear to earth, waits Revolu- 
tion, breathless, 

To catch tho resurrection sound of Liberty the 
deathless ! 

But we boo no danger hug us round — no Sword 
hang o’er us gory. 

While to tins mocking Mira go in tho sunset of our 
glory 

We bow, bow, bow : 

We may go to tho De\ il, so it's just as well to bow. 

Back, back, you foolish Peoples, slink into your 
weeping places, 

Quench Freedom’s torch in tears, and put her light 
out in your faces t 
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Ihe heart of England beats no more to the aid ^ 
heroic level ; 

v 5?he poor old Woman bows before her Portrait of * 
the Devil. 

Bow, bow, bow : 

She may go to the De\il, so it’s just as well to bow. 
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Fadm tho New Aurora 
That so glorious shone afar. 

We but saw its fair face smiling 
In the wreck-fed waves of war. 

The poaco-fool to his pillow 
Now may sneak, and sleep : 

But & glory gone for over, 

Wo must weep ; lot us weep. 

Sleep the burled thunders ; 

Their reverberations cease : 

And the grim old War-God 
Must smile — a painted Peace. 
Wild oyee arc mad-house windows 
Of Souls that plead in vain ! 

Over tbur old dark sorrow 
Greeneth the soft spring-rain. 

Cowards in the Council ! 

Heroes in the field 1 
Is our short sad story 

By the blood pf Martyrs sealed. 

On those lono Crimean ridges 
In the night our dead arise, 

And the N orland winds come wailing 
With their curses, and their cries. 



Sublime in all her suffering * 

In the fight so bravo 1 
Poor old England's victories 
Bow her to the grav e * 

On the Soa she keeps her Eden, 

Bat the Snake is curled 
Round her heart, that will beguile her 
Of her crown of the world- 

Had we struck fo* Freedom 
One immortal battle-blow, 

Like the mou who rose for England, 
Two hundred years ago, - — 

The dead Nations lying 

Whole they fought and fell of old. 
Would have risen from their prison. 
And fcher buried flags unrolled. 

For the dwellers in the valleys, ' 

A returning Spring 
O’er the hills will break and beacon ; 

* They will go forth conquering » 
Wlion our poor, proud England 
Low and lone shall lie 
On her sea-rock bound ; and Tyrants 
Mock her riding by. 
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Who wears a singing-robe is richly dight, 

Said Mabel , he is greater than a King. 

I would I were a Poet happy-mad ; 

Up like a Lark i’ the morning of the times. 

To sing above the human har\ esters * 

Drop fancies, dainty-sweet, to cheer their toil, 

And hurry out a ripe luxuriance 

Of life in song, as though my heart would break ; 

An 1 . hig thorn sweet aim precious memories, 

And guidon promises, and throbbing hopes ; 

Hymn the great futuro with its mystery, 

That startles us from out the dark of time 
\V ith secrets numerous as a night of stars 
Those days hung round with loftier heavens, whore 
move 

The largor souls with grandly solemn pace . 

Or send wronged Nations to the battle-field 
With eyes that weep and bum — stir as with firo 
The grand wild beast of Valor, till it leapt 
The red Arena fiery for the fight „ 

Then bind with garlands brave the Patriot’s brow. 
Anon t would Bing songs so sweetly pure, 

That they might pillow a budding Maiden’s check, 
Like spirit-hands, and catch her tender tears ; 

Or nestle next her heart lapfc up in loyo : — 

Songs that in far lands, under alien skies. 



Should spring from English hearts like flavors 
home. 

Pd strive to bring down light from Heaven to read 
The records writ on Poverty’s prison walls, 

Thf signs of greatness limned in martyr blood. 
And make worn faces glow with warmth of love 
Into the lineaments of ’heavenly beauty. 

Who wears a singing-robe is richly (light ; 

The Poet, ho is greater than a King 
He plucks tlio veil from hidden loveliness : 

His gusts of music stir the shadowing boughs, 

To let in glory on tlio darkened soul. 

Upon the hills of light he plants his feet 
To luro the people up with harp and voice ; 

At humblest human hearths drops dews divine 
To feed the violet virtues ncBtling there. 

His hands adorn the poorest house of life 
With rare abiding shapes of loveliness. 

All things obey his soul's creative eye ; 

For him earth ripens fruit-like in tlio light ; 

Green April comes to him with smiling tears. 

Like some sweet Maiden who transfigured stands 
In dewy light of first love's rosy dawn, 

And yields all secret preciousness, his Bride. 

He reaps the ^utuum without scythe or sickle ; 
And in the sweet low singing of the corn, 

Hears coming Plenty hush tlio pining Poor. 

The shows of things arc but a robe o’ the day. 
His life down-deepens to the living heart, 

And Sorrow shows him her wise mysteries. 

Ho kooweth Lifb is but a longer year, 

A rid *it will blossom bright in other springs. 

The soul of all things is invisible, 

And nearest to that soul the Poet sings ; 

A sweet, shy Bird, in darkling privacy. 

He beck ons not the Pleasures as they pass, 
A Wk tl10 ma & e y'’g tu fobing world go by. 



He hath a towering life* but cannot climb 
Out of tbe reach of sad calamity : 

A many carking cares pluck at his skirts j 
Wild, wandering words are hissing at LiS oar ; 
lie runs the gauntlet of world- woes to roach 
Tho inner sanctuary of hotter life. 

But tho’ the seas of sorrow flood his heart, 

Some silent spring of roses blossoms there. 

His spirit-wounds a precious balsam bleed. 

The loveliest ministrants that visit him, 

ltise veiled w hen his heart-fountains spring in tears. 

And when this misty life hath rolled away , 

Tim tuimoil husht ; all foolish voices still ; 

The bonds that crush t his groat heart shattered 
down, 

And all his nature shines sublimely bare ; 

Death whitens many a stain of strife and toil, 

And careful hands shall pluck away each -weed 
Around the spring that wells melodious life. 


Many and many are called, but few are crowned, 
Chaunian replied* 1 knew a Poet once , 

One of the world's most marvellous might-have- 
beens ; 

A strange wild harper upon human heart-strings. 
Life’s morning-glory around him prophesied 
That he should, win his garland in the game. 

But ho was lost for lack of that sweet thing, • 

A Wife, to live his love’s dear dream of b< autj , 
And wandered'darkl ing in his dazzling dream. 
Life’s waters — troubled till that Angel comes — 
Never grew calm aboyo the je’wol he sought. 

Till in Death’s harbor all their surges slept. 
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He waa betrothed to Beauty etc hi 0 birth— 

That silent Spirit of the universe. 

Which seeks interpreters of her dumb shows, 

’Mong human lovers whom she may not wed ! 

This Spirit arose from many things, os soars 
Tbo soul of Harmony from many sounds. 

She beckoned him tor her Evangelist, 

Out of the byeway of his lonely life, 

And straightway he arose and mil owed her, 

And in the shadow of her loveliness, 

Or in her wlko of glory, walkt the world 

That smiling Shape, like hers we worship, scorned 
Some beauteous uuraolo of silent love. 

Thro’ smiles, and tears, ho saw hit* visioned Itridc, 
With gorgeous grace, and tw inkling limbs of light, 
Aye dancing on m her dolightsouiomss. 

His love-dream gilded silent thro’ his life, 

Like rosy-handed Day ’twixt Earth and Night, 
And came betwixt his mind and all its glooms , 

Her sandals wet and fragrant with Heaven’s devj. 
She set the barren thorns in jewelled glow. 

And sowed the furrows of his life with flowers. 

Ho followed with wild looks and heart a-flre, 

And that rich mist of fooling m the eyes, 

Whoso alcliyiny half-creates tiie thing we see 

She rose m sparkling clouds of dazzling dew, 

And kept the Morning’s ruddy golden gites ; 

Stood high jn sunrise on the mountain-top ; 

Sate in hor bower of the silvery air, 

Shedding her beauty richly on the sea, 

Wh»ch of her likeness took some trembly tints ! 
Voyagod like Venus in her car of cloud 
About the sapphire heaven’s lake of love, 

Or danced on sunset streams to harp of gold : 

Then twilight mists would robe more faint and fair 
Her dim, delicious, dreamy loveliness. 
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The Flowers that startle at the voice of May 
And open gamesome eyes, tad been with her * 

Their subtle smile said what they could reVeal. 
Among the boughs of balm rainbowed with bloom ; 
The coloied clouds that kindle and richly rise 
h rom out the 1 bosom of Earth s emerald sea , 
liedg< -i oscs set m dewy gloiy groen , 

The lush Laburnums, all a rain of gold ; 
bhc sec med to ha ye fled and left her rol>c afloat. 

An Ariel, soft she mui mured in the pmes , 
lie he aid, but knew no magic word or wand. 

A waty Naiad, she rippled the ooo| brooks 
Th it round her dallied m delicious dreams 
The tiagi tut feeling ot the languorous an 
Was is the soft cndeaimcnt of her touch. 

And wound him in hci tremulous caress 

Not by appointment do we meet Delight 
\ii l Joy , they hoed not out expectant y , 

But lound souk conur m the stiects of life, 

Lhcy, on a sudden, clasp us with a smile. 

So on him lose his visitant divine, 

¥ rom many a magic mirror of the mind , 

\\ lth ellin evanescence came and went. 

When, thronged with life, the Year in beauty 
burst, 

I lftcd her lids, and blossomed from the tr< t s, 

Slu smiled in all the gateways of the bprin rt 
In bin uibht bazk swam down the summer tide 
That floods the valleys, breaks o’er all the lulls, 

In sparkling spray of flowers, and leafy life 
bho bound the Autumn’s blow with plumes of 
gold, • 

And roofed her forests with the radiant wealth 
Of molted rainbows, showeied from summer heaven. 
And winter trees stretch t fingers wend to win 
Her perfect peail, and her whitfc purity. 

Where’er she went Earth lookt dp with a smile. 
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«lEbro’ Music's maze she glade aft h*de*and~eeok ; 
Played wi$b the StOrm, then in her ralnbow^-shape 
L&ught from the purple skirts of Heaven, &sl&ugfe$ 
Some radiant Child from Mother’s hiding robe. 

Adown dim forest-windings ho would peer ; « 
Surpriso his Beautiful at her woodland bath, 

And in a solemn hush of heart stand still 
Like fix^d flame ! for lo, how softly burned 
Her dainty limbs shadowed with cloudy pearl ! 
Then swift as runs a vriad-wave over grass. 

Ho saw licr garments gleam in, leafy light. 

Were those love-whisperings among the leaves, 

Or elvish laughters twitting thro’ the trees ? 
Sometimes the boughs let in her haunting face ; 

Tho glance would make his blood run lightning 
rid ; 

But tho old forest kept the secret still, 

And husht it round with gravo unconscious look. 

In vernaji nights so tender, calm, and cool, 

When eerie Darkness lays its sliadowy hands 
On Earth, and reads her sins with myriad eyes, 
Like a Confessor o'ei a kneeling Nun ; 

He stood in God’s wide whispering gallery, 

And breathed his worship : down, from \isLl>Io 
Hoaven 

Her influcuce fell, and thrilled in music tliro’ 

The silences of Space, and soothed his soul. 

Till life was folded up brimful] of beauty, 

As the flower folds its pearl and droops to dream. 

At times, from out tho curtains of tho dark, 
Het*f«ice would meet him thro’ the glowing gloom. 
Sometimes she passed ; her rippling raiment toucht 
Hie brows, and Sphered him with diviner air, 

Like honeysuckles brush t at dewy dusk. 

The fragrance of her breath made olrl earth young. 
From mystery to jeiystcry, like a Bride, 
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The dainty-waisted darling led him on, 

And drapt Love-tokens in his pilgrim path. 

The vM Rose peering thro' its lattice leaves 
Like warm Love lifting half its virgin veil, 
Symbolled her soft red mouth held up for kisses. 

A balm of life, and mist of ripening bloom, 

Gave to her tender cheeks their taking touch. 

Her eyes Were glowing orbs of thought that burned 
Fervent as Hesper in the brow of Eve. 

He walkt as in a clime of golden eves. 

The vineyard of his life reeled lusty ripe ; 
lie ached to pross the wine upon her lips. 

But aye she melted from his love’s embrace. 

To lloat him far away In faery lands 
The wooing wind would murmur of her fkimess. 
And round him breathe m many whispers swoet ; 
Bring dews of healing as from lfermon hill ; 

Creep to his burning heart vith drink of life. 

And cool him with her kisses. Oft he hueht, 

As one who pauses on a midnight heath, 

To * •*+''h tho footfall felt on Fancy s ear. 

When he awoke in Dreamland, ’twas to find 
lie had been floated thro’ some starry dark. 

Far from earth’s shore, on an enchanted Sea : 

And he lay pillowed ’fcwrvt her white warm 
breasts. 

In glo'w ing arms of glorifying love : 

A light of love-dreams on her features shone, 

With ripening lustre, and enriching calm : 

And she had laid her daylight mask aside ; 

All the sweet soul of things lay bare, as lies 
The mirrored moon in silve r sleeping seas. 

A shimmering splendor from the By-gone broke. 
As the Ship leaves a luminous wake bohind ; 

And, looking back, his Childhood's world she 
ringed 
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"With rich auroral hues of summer d^wns. 

When weird, dark shapes of sorrow hunted nigh 
With their slow solemn eyes, and sxlqnt aim, 

She dropt the gold cloud of her tresses round him. 
W hen o’er him hung the night of adverse fate, 

She flamed a light of love along his path. 

And through the darkness of his soul thero broke 
A heaven of worlds all tonderness and peace. 

At times ho walkt with glad and confident step, 

As inner wings to heroic music moved ; 

And men who road bis lighted look might deem 
Hie life a summer story told in flowers. 

Hut often he would falter weeping- weak. 

With clasped hands, and very lowly heart. 

Then she rose glorified in finer light, 

Seen thro’ the altar-smoke and mist of tears. 

, fio liis life grew to beauty silently, 

’ And shaped his soul into an orb of song, 
lie sang of ller his beautiful Unknown. 
Heart-wild, as some glad bird that sings of Spring 
And all Earth’s voices rang a rich refrain. 

He would have made the woild her worshipper : 
The sceptic world that flung him Christ's old c rown. 
One day our passionate pilgrim sat him down 
By the wayside of life, and thus he sung : 

Like a tree beside the river 
Of her life that runs from me. 

Do I lean me, murniui mg ever 
In my love’s idulatiy. 

Lo, I reach out hands of blessing, 

Lo, I stretch out hands of prayer; 

And, with passionate caressing, 

Pour my life upon the air. 

In my ears the syren river 

Sings, and smiles up in my face; 

But tot over, and for evei, 

EunjB from my embrace. 
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•• Spring by spring the branches duly 
Clothe themselves m teudci flower , 

And for her sweet sake as truly 

All their fruit and Ir 1151 nice shower. 

But the btxeam, with eaiclcbs laughter 
Buns m meny beauty by. 

And it leaves me yearning alter. 

Lorn to droop, and lone to die 
In iny cars the sj ren 1 iver 

{sings, and smiles up in my face, 

But foi e\ er, and foi e\ u , 

Buns fi oiu my embi ace 

€t I stand ma7t d in the moonlight, 

O’er its happj fue to dicuni, 

I am parch*, d in thi noonlight 

By that cool md bumming stream 
I am dying by tin* mer 

Of her life that iuns fiom me. 

And it sparkles by me ca ci , 

With jts cool felicity 
In my cais the syien u\< 1 

Sings, and smiles up in 111 y f ice. 

But tor evci , mil toi t \ « 1 , 

Buub tiom cmhr icc ” 


O thou Beloved ! O thou Be mtiful f 
Throned on perfection loi tlij pi dost il 
O spirit as the lightning wild ind bught. 

Come from thy p »1 uc of the put pie light. 

Come down to moilal aims 1 hung foim. 

With hev\euly height ot biow, ind bosom Warm? 
Glow human ftom the mist, thou bhape of Grace; 
Thou tendei wonder, fold mo flice to face. 

Art thou not mmo, thou dihe ito Beligbt ? 

Hast thou not \1s1ted me noon tnd night ? 
Weighted with my dead Hopes I follow thee. 

Like some Norse tea-king flaming out to^CA- 
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Say, ore the pleasant bowers fat* away, 

Deckt by thy dear hands for our matmgfe-day, 
Wheie we the gardens ut delight shall loam f 
In endless love 9 M hen Wilt thou lead mu home, 
lo find out bliss in Heaven’s honied heart, 

Lne secret soul to soul, nesei, to part 9 

<* O iwful Glory, felt, but never found , 

I have but seen thy Shulow on lifo’s ground 

I know thee now, immciUl ’ show tlie way 

Ho thino hlysium, T « ould die to-diy 

Break into wings thiM chrysalis of my life, 

lb it I iniy soai to thee my spmt-wite 

Thy dark bower-door, the <xi i>e, gne* me no fear , 

When I erneige beyond, thou wilt bo noor ** 


O’er all his i icc the sudden splendor smiled, 

Sweet as hist love, ind sad as wailing winds. 

His soul had ruit the a oil twixt life and life 
Slowly the shining \upois oib a StaT, 

By hne degrees lx (oie his h\t d eyes. 

The Spirit he hid sought thro* all tbo world, 
Turned full upon him faco to face at last. 

She laid hoi hand upon his throbbing hirp, 

She prest her lips upjn his passionate life , 

The harp and life stood still llis Bride was 
Death. 



CRUMBS FROM THE TABLE. 




LITTLE WILLIE. 


Poor little Willie, 

With hie many pretty wiles; 

Worlds of wisdom in his looks, 

And quaint, quiet smiles ; 

Hair of amber, toucht w itli 
Gold of Heaven so biave ; 

All lying darkly liid 
In a Workhouse < <ra\e. 

You remember little AY lllie ; 

Fair and funny fellow ' ho 

Sprang like a lily 

From the dirt of povorty. 

Poor little Willie ! 

Not a friend was nigh. 

When, from the cold world. 

He croueht down to die. 

In the day w c wandered foodless, 
Little Willie tiied for bread; 

In the uigbt wo wandered homeless, 
Little W lllie died foi bed. 

Parted at the AYoiklionse door. 

Not a word we said 

Ah, so tired was poor Willie, 

And so sweetly sleep the dead. 
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*Twh* in the dead of winter 
We laid him in the earth ; 

The world brought in the New Teat, 
On a tide of mirth, 
flut, for lost little Willie, 

Not a tear we crave ; 

Cold and Hunger cannot wake him. 
In hie Workhouse Grave. 

Wr thought him beautiful, 

Felt it hard to part; 

W e loved him dutiful ; 

Down, down, poor heart f 
The storms they may beat ; 

The winter w mds may rave ; 

Little Willie feels not, * 

In his Workhouse Grave. 

No room for little Willie ; 

In the wm Id lie had no part , 

On him stared tho Gorgon-oje, 

Thro’ which looks no heart. 

Come to me, said Heaven ; 

And, it llca\on will save, 

Little matters though the door 
Bo a Workhouse Grave. 

* 


A BALLAD OF THE OLD TIME. 

Sweet Night, drop down from thy starry bower 
Thy influence dewy mild , 

Softly bend over my love's tender flower, 

As a Mother bends over her child. 

Hush the hills in a mystic dream , 

To slumber stretch valley and lea , 

Fold over all thy purple and pall, 

And bring my Love to me. 
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You white witching Mood, with your beautiful 
smile ; 

You flowers that fondle' his foot ; 

You weird wee Women of fairyland , wile 
Not my Love with your kisses sweet. 

For him my bower in the old gray tower 
Is flighted datatilie : 

All gentle Powers that walk the night-hours, 

Hasten my Love to me. * 

I count my love’s rosary over again, 

With its feelings and fancies and fears ; 

Till it breaks in my brain with the tension of pain, 
And my pearls are but trembling tears ! 

I sorrow and sing with the thorn at my breast^ > 
But mine eyes watch unwcariedly : 

Come crown them, and calm them, and kiss them 
to rest ; 

Hear my Love, come to me. 

Tlio ripe swelling buds that are quick with spring. 
Will peep from their silken fold ; 

And my broidcred belt is too short to cling 
Round my waist with its girdling gold.. 

But my Love ho will bring the gay gold ring ; 

Base-born his Babe shall not be ! 

Leal is his love as the Heaven above : 

He never will lightly me. 

My Love he hath little of silver or gold ; 

Of land he hath never a sod ; 

But my Love is a gay gallunt gentleman — 

He’s a king by tno grace of God. 

He has borne up the battle-tide broad-sworfl in 
hand ! 

He is comedy as any ladye ! 

O and were I a King s daughter, 

None other Blioula marry me. 
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M y Love shall not wait at the €teetle*gate, 

My Lowt*lfhall not fcirl at the pin ; 

My Lovo he shall 'climb to my bewejv window j 
femg O, but I*# lot my Love in. 

The dragon below Ueth weary and old. 
Sleeping all under the tree*; 

While I feast iny Love upon apples of gold-*- 
But soft ’ lie is coming to me. 


THE SUNBEAM AND THE ROSE. 

** Prett y Rost bud, mo tliv * rimson 
Curtains still undi iwn ? 

Odalisque of Flow ti^ — 

Tender soul o’ the for\id South 1 
I am dainty of thy beauty, 

All this dewy damn ; 

T am fainting lor the ruddy 
Kisses of thy mouth/’ 

Sang the syren Sunboam, 

W ith a voice made low to win ; 

Round the Rose-heart playing, 

Till it touch t the tenderesfc stiings ; 

41 Pretty Rosebud, opc thy lattice, 

Let thy true love in.” 

And for lleaven down-n avoring warm. 

She waved her leafy w mgs 1 
Lister, Ladies, to my song o’ tue Sunm-am and 
the Rose. 

Out she sprang, Iciss-coloreif, 

In her eyes the dews of bliss , 

All her beauty glowing 

With a blush of bridal light ! 
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,G&Vo her balm and bldorn for banquet 
To the golden kiss , 

Brmidly oped each chamber 
For a prinoeher delight* 

Soon the Serpent of Sweetness, 

Sated, could no longfi st iy , 

And away he went, a-wooing 
"Every flower that blows 1 
*Twas the reign of Roses 

When that Sunbeam p issed to-day , 
Lonely in her nfled nun 
Droopt the dymg Rose 
Listen, Ladies, to m\ song o’ the Sunbeam and 
the Rose. 


SONG. 

?Izthouqht to bear her branches crowned 
With fruit, my virgin \ino 
Anothci tills her aims , around 
Another life they twine 1 
So I lost the day, 

And all the night 1 wake, — 
Bird-like singing sad soriow away. 

Until my heart shall break 

While otluis gleaned Life’s field for gold, 
With Flowtrs I made a crown 
Till, looking up alone, behold, 

The d< < in mug night came down * 

So 1 list the day, 

And all the night I wake, — 

Bud like hinging std h>riow away, 

Until my heart shall break. 
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Ah mat I d^spi agreed, and missed 
My > «hff$&ost Syrinx fled l 
Ah me •* &y tenderest music’s kist 
From Jipf Of dear love dead. 

T have lost the day. 

And all the night I wake, — 
Bird-like singing sad sorrow away, 
Until my heart shall break. 


LONG AGO. 

Old friend of mine, you wore dear to my heart. 
Long, long ago, long ago. 

Little did we think oi a time wo should part. 
Long, long ago, long ago. 

Hand claspt in hand tin o’ the world we would go 

Down our old untrodden p ith the wild weeds grow r 

Great was the lovt ’twixt us , sair was the smart : 
Old friend of mmo long ago. 

Patient watch I kept for you many, many a day, 
Long, long ago, long ago , 

Waited and wept for you iar, fai away, 

Long, long ago, long ago 

Merry came each A1 ay -tide, green leaves would 
start 

Never came my old friend back to my heart 

Lonely I tfent on my weary, weary way, 

Old friend of mine long ago. 

Oft as I muse at tho shadowy mghtf ill 
Over the dear Long Ago, 

Borne on tears arises the daik, dark pill, 

* Fallen on toy heart long ago. 

' Love is not dead, tho* wo wander apa.it ; 

How I could clasp you, old friend, to my heart ! 

Bfariers lie between us, but God knoweth all 

W Old Cnendr of mine long ago. 
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CRAIGCROOK RQSES. 

CeaiOcrook itoses ! ruby, golden, 

Glowing gorgeous ; faint with passion ; 

To the sweet flower-soul unfolden : 

W reathe me in tho old Greek fash^dtt. 

Queen of sweetness, crowned with splendor. 
Every rich round bud uncloses , 

Yet So meek and womanly tender 
Are you royal Craigcrook liases, 

t Warm and winy Ciuigtrook Roses ^ 

Loaning with some unknown yearning. 

You would make a lo\or mu, you 

Pretty wooers, aichly turning 

As you climb to make us win you. 

Ripe p6rfection of fair fulness 
In your gracious bloom reposes ; 

A ^d an emerald bower fpr coolness. 

Summer builds my Craigcfook Roses, 
Amorous-dreaming Craigcrook Hoses. 

When the year is old and *hoary. 

And tho day is dark with dolors ; 

Still you come, my guests of glory, 

In voluptuous dance of colors. 

And — tho’ Earth like Ago is toiling-* 

In the snowdrilte — perfumed posies 

Kiss me, crown my spirit smiling 
Gown a dream of Craigcrook Roses, 
Gear, delicious Craigcrook Roses. 

Fairest ’mong Light’s daughters seven, 
With your dainty dreamy graces ; 

Yon might light with loving leaven 
Smiles of spring in wintriest faces. 
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At the solemn shat of daylight 
W Ik n the fair life-vision closes ; 

May my spiiit float away light 
On a cloud of Oraigciook Rosos, 

Cooled and crowned witli Craigcrook looses. 


SONG. 

O Loves will make the leal heart ache 
That no\er ached before ; 

And meek or mmy eyes *tv\ ill make 
With solemn Uuis mu o’er. 

In tears we parted tend* rly, 

>Iy Love and 1 lang-sj ne , 

And evermore she \o\ui to be 
Mine own, aye mine, all mine ! 

Sing O tho tyeo \& blossoming, 

But the worm is at the root ; 

And many a darling flower of Spring 
Will never come to fiuit. 

Wc meet now m tho streets of life ; 
All gone, the old sweot charms ; 

At my side leans a loving W ife , 

She — passes Ba bc-m-arms 


DIRGE. 

O happy tree ; 

Green and fragrant tree , 

{Spring with budding jewels deekt it like a Bride ! 
All so fair it bloomed, 

And the summer air perfumed , 

Golden autumn fruitage smiled in crowns of pride. 
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O huitian tree ; 

Wacfeomo availing treo ; 

In the winter wind how it rot k» f how it grieves f 
On a little low grave-mound, 

All its bravery lies discrowned 
O’er its fallen fiuit it neaps the witlicied leaves*. 


41 IN THE DEAD UNHAPPY MIDNIGHT/’ 

*Tis Midnight hour, and the Dead have power 
Over the \V lunger now T 
He is tortured and torn by tho ciown of thorn 
* Tliut hath fallen liom the buicido’s brow. 

Wind him around in the toil of tliy charms , 
Nestle him close, young Bride 1 
At thv. Midnight hour he is drawn from thy 
arms , 

Thro’ the dark with the Dead ho must ride. 

Tho rose of her mouth is red-wtet, red-warm : 

bhe smiles in her heaven of calm. 

Tost ? hurried ! and sored in a pitiless storm ; 
Slumber for him hath no balm. 

lie feels that ghastly groping along 
The Corridor of Dreams ! 

And a dark Desolation Lightning-lit 
Is his face by ghastly gleams ! 

Love’s oup flushes up for his crowning kiss* 

With his lip at the burning brim ! 

Lo, tho Dead uncurtain his bower 0 1 bliss, 

1 Stretching wild arms for him 1 * 
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Wind him arouhd in the toil of thy charms $ 
Nestle him dose, young Bride 1 * 

Yet, at Midnight hour he is drawn from thy armte 
Thio’ the dark with the Bead he must rido. 

And the Dark hath a million burning Eyes, 

All of his secret tell 1 

And the whispering winds are damndd fiends 
That hiss m his ears of Hell 1 

"Warm in her bed the young Bride lies, 

Breathing hei peaceful breath 

Dead Mother and Babe with thr lr dx owned eyes 
Stare dim thto’ the wateiy death. 

’TIs Midnight hour and the Dead have power 
Over the W rongc i now 1 

He is tortured and torn by the crown of thorn 
That hath fallen from the Suicide’s brow* 



ONLY A DREAM 




ONLY A DREAM. 


The silvery veil of Sloop came ttffenbhng down 
Like sweet snow white and warift in a silent world. 
And softly covered up the laee of life. 

The nurse-like Spirit laid my body to rest. 

And went to moot her Bridegroom in the night, 

Y\ ho comes like music o'er the star-shored sea. 

And clasps her at the portal with a kiss 

"W hen lo, a hand reacht thro’ the dark, and drew 

Her gliding silent on, and looking up 

The unieatured gloom grew into Chaimian’s hue. 

1 read her look, and wo two wander i d loitli 
Tn the cool glory of the glimmering night 
The Earth lay faint with love at the fe^t of Heaven - 
Iler breath of incense went up thro’ the lca\es 
In a lown sough of bliss. Warm winds on tip-toe 
Walkt over the tall tree- tops. Above us burned 
The golden legends on Night’s prophet-brow* , 

The Moon roso o’er the city, a glory of gold , 
Around us Life rehearst Death’s mystery. 

And Charmian wore her luminous loveliness 
As in a stolo of sorrow , by day sho moved • «p 
In some serene el} xmm • queenly-swoot, 

And gracious ; breathing beauty , a heaven of 
dreams 

In her large lotus eyes, darkly divine 
Warpi winged Ardors plumed her parted Jipw 
But now her blooming Life’s luxuriant flowtr 
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Seemed withered into ashen spirit-fruit. 

And like a spirit flasht her white, lit facet 
Portentous things which hid themselves by day, 
Sweet-shadowed ’neath her sunning beauty -bloom, 
Came peering thro 9 the dim and sorrowy night. 

Her lips, red-ripe to crush their fire-strong wine, 
Pouting persuash e in perpetual kiss, 

Were thin with anguish, bitter with pale pain 
And from the windows whence her Beauty laugh t 
As Age went by, a life of suffering lookt, 

And perisht visions flasht their phantom light. 
White waves of sea-like soul had climbed, and dasht 
The red light from its heaven of her cheek. 

Iler bounteous breast that breathed magnificence, 
And billowed with proud blood, sighed meekly now. 
The flowers her Spartan spirit crowned her with 
For the life-battle, dropt about her dead. 
Diaphanous m the moonlight grew her life 
With all its written agony visible ; 

Down the dark deep ot her great grief I stared. 
And saw the Wreck with all its dead around. 

And my heart melted in its mournfulncss ; 

She moaned, as hers wove breaking in its pain. 

And then her voice vibratod piteous as 
A Spirit wailing m a world of tears, 

But stifled half its pathos not to hurt. 

“Earth slcepeth in the moonlight’s mystic grace, 
The breath of blessings round her ; and all Heaven 
Is passing thro’ her dream ; it trembles near ; 

She feels the Seraph-kisses on her face ; 

But she will wake at mom in tears to find 
Th$ glory gone — all was a dream o’ the night 
And thus my young Life slumbered, dreamed, and 
woke ! 

“ It rj|£i in shadow like the woodland brook, 
Feeling its way, with yearnings for the light, 
Until ft^urgos flashing in the sun, 
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And takes a crown of glory on its head. 

Even so I found him whom my soul had sought, 
And flod into his breast with a cry of triumph , 
Who lit up al] things beautiful for me. 

And thro’ my happy tears thoro lookt in mine 
A face as sweet as morning violets, 

A face alight with love ineffable, 

The star-like heart-hid wonder trembling through • 
And o’er me leaned, — as Spring-heaven over cai th , 
Dropping hor love down in a rain of dowers, — 

To iced me with all flowers of delight. 

And crown me as his queen of all delight* 

44 Light hung a garland grace about his brow ; 

Ilia voice, like footprints in the yielding snow. 
Sank deepest with it* softest fall of words. 

He gave tho casket of his happiness 
Kich with love’s jewel for my hands to keep 
Around his stalwart beauty twined my life, 

In golden oneness, and in proud repose , 

And like a God he claspt me with nip strength f 
And iiKo a God he held me in his heaven ; 

And all the air was golden with my God. 

4 * Alas, that Woman’s life divorced from Man’s, 
And seeking to bo one again m love. 

So often flies hack thro’ the grim wide wound 1 
Mas, that Time should crown with fruit of pain, 
That seed from Eden whose fair flower is love 1 
They tore me from my Lo\e 1 they thrust him forth, 
Spurned his rich love, and scorned his poverty , 
Rent all tho twining tendrils of my life 
To shrink back blooding in their desolate homq. 

My heart was shhered like the charmed cup 
That, breaking, brings the Hall in ruins round ; 
And every fragment mirrored the great wrong ! 

44 \nd while my mind yet wandered dark and dumb. 
They sold ine to a Worldling, wrinkled, rich 





204 

And rotten, Vrho bought Lore's sweet name for gold. 
They drest me in bride-flowers who should nave 
■worn 

The white and wimpled weeds of widowhood, 

And led me forth, a jewelled mockery ! 

’Twos like a wedding with the sheeted dead, 

In silent hurry, and white ghastliness. 

No bosoms beat Love’s cymbals music-matcht ; 

No blisses blusht, no bridal-kisses burned. 

The ring was on my hand, few saw the chain 
By which my Husband drew me to his home. 

And many envied me my happiness. 

That night as wo sat alone I felt his eyes 
Burnkrgly brand me to the core, his Slave. 

“ I dwelt within a golden world of wealth. 

Which flamed a glistering glory, bloomed a warmth 
Without, within was cold as a firelesB hearth. 

The Image of Nuptial Love to which they led mo 
A maiden sacrifice i’ the Sanctuary, 

That should have raised me, smiled my tears away, 
And into quickness all my coldness kist. 

And fed with precious oil the lamp of love 
That in my heart, as in a tomb, burnod on, 

Was e gaunt Skeleton, whoso grave-like arms 
Claspt me for ever to a loveless breast. 

“ Ilo was a cruel Tyrant, just too mean 
To murder, altho’ pitiless as the grave ; 

A human ink-fish spreading clouds around 
When eyes of tender ruth would como tou near. 
He had a thiu-lipt lust of power which lookt 
On torture in no rage of fiery blood, 

Buff with infernal light of gloating cj os. 

And yet I strove to love him, O my God ! 

While reaching from the heights of blessedness. 

To pluck the rainbow-fruit Heaven held to me, 
BoVr fiad I fallen into a chasm that closed 
Its dark inevitable arms, and orusht 
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He, bruised and blind ! I struck, and struck, and 
beat 

W ith bleeding strength , in vain . A hundred hands 
Fought in the gloom with mine as water weak. 

At every step there stirred some hissing snake. 

I felt as one that’s bound, and buried alive ; 

The black, dank death-mould stampt down over- 
head. 

And cried, and cried, and oried, but no help came. 

“ I heard the sounds above me far away ; 

The feet of hurrying Life, and loitering Love ; 

Kich bursts of musio, hum of low sw eet talk ; 

The dance of pleasure dancing in her heaven. 

And rustling rain of a thousand dear delights. 

1 knew the pictured world was lighted up. 

And bloomed, like bridal-chamber, soft and warm : 
How sang the merry, merry birds of bliss ; 

How Beauty’s flower-guests stood crowned and 
drank 

The health of Heaven in its own golden wine. 

But * crumb of all the glad life-feast, 

Nor drop of all the wanton wealth for me. 

And ll I stretcht weak arms to clasp my world, 

A wormy mouth to my wild warmth was prest. 
And if I turned to lift a prayor to God, 

Above me burned two eyes hke bottomless pits 
In which a nest of devils lurk and leer. 

And down my night there stoopt no smiling 
Heaven, 

W ith golden chances of a starry throne, 

And beckoning looks to bid me come be crowned* 

“ Around mo rose the phantoms of the dark, * 

The Grave’s Somnambulcs troubled m their dream. 
Who walk and wander in the sleep of Heath, 

And cannot rest, they were so wronged in life* 

The crownless Martyrs of the marriage-ring ! 

Meek sufferers who walkt in living hell, 
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And died a life of spiritual sutteo. 

They darner to claim their kin in misery, 

Ana show me, as they passed in solemn train, 
Their symbols of unutterable woe, — 

Scarred loves that bore the rack and told no tale , 
Tear-drowned hearts and stifled agonies , 

The bleeding lips struck dumb by brutal hands ; 
Slow murders of the curtained bridal-bed ; 

The silent tortures and the shrouded deaths 

44 1 wandered with them in the pitiless night 
Who seek the jewel fallen from Life s crown ; 

Oft stumbling, bled upon tlio cruel thorns. 

But rose, and struggled on. I strained mine eyes 
Upon the dark, and raised mine empty cup , 
Surely with one gold drop of honey-dew, 
Somewhere the heavens ran o’er t r enrich my life 7 

44 Then came to mo a thing most sweet and strange, 
As tho’ an Angel kist me in the night, 

Or Magic Rose flu slit suddon in the gloom 
A loosening charm 'wrought m ray brain; tlio 
weight 

That ached to bo daeht out in utter death, 

Was melting like a wintry clod in floweis. 

In love’s dead ashes burst a spark. I cued, 

* O sweet light-bringer, in a bloom of daw n 
Rise, let me see w hat treasure I have found * 

Mv little Bird shall hurry out the night, 

Till all my world is toucht with rosy gold 
My little Bird of God shall sit and sing 
The dear day lopg, tho dearer for tho dark 1 
My rich, warm jewel, crimson with sweet life. 
Comb shine whefe now I cross but empty palms, 
And clasp the new. love-raiment radiant round 

44 4 If thou rise beautiful from Sorrow’s sen, 

As Venice, Sorrow’s child, is Beauty's Queen, 
Perchance thy littftj smiles, my Babe, may bring 
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Some human softness in his face, and I 
Shull kiss the hand that hurts, for thy dear sake. 
And 1 shall walk with thee, my Child, with tliee. 
Beneath new heavens, on an enchanted earth. 
When I enfold thee in my arms, sweet Babe, 

Mv heart will scarcely breathe lest it should wake 
The sleeping wings o l its new-nestling bliss. 

When thou urt horn, my Child, all will be well ; 
For purely Cove but vunisht in the dark 
To come back in the morning with my Babe ; 

And all tlie sweetness liveth on when all 
The bitterness is past ; and eyes that yearn 
Wet thro 5 the gloom are glorified at last. 

Soft baby-fingers feeling round my hoart 
Shull melt its frost ; and baby-lips shall draw 
My fears in milk, and suck my sorrows dry. 

All hell may wrestle in one human heart ; 

All heaven will nestle in my drop of dew.* 

* 

“ It eamo, my darling dawn’s ro-oriont hope! 

My tiny Babe, with its sweet mournful eyes! 

An I the paio innocent but funned his hate 
To fren/y ; for, in many a desolate day. 

And miduight, tying with my hoart awake, 

I had turned tearfully to look upon 
\ precious picture worn by Memory, 

And m its lieatiicous image grew my Babe : 

Its luminous look bad gathered all the light 
That lost beloved Presence left with me 

u lie poured his poison in the brimming glass 
My bane-joy -bearer lifted to my lips, 

And dusht its golden vintage in the dust. 

I ran the gauntlet of his hell for years, » 

And fell down on the threshold mod. My Child ! 
They took my Babe from me, jny pleading Babe ; 
Anil when the pretty one pined for me ? and cried, 
Straining hh> dim eyes for me till be died ; 
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They called the Mother in to see her child 
That lay there In the little shroud with all 
Its beauty folded up for God in Ilcaven • 

Dead 1 dead ! its dear eyes closed by stranger 
hands. 

“ Much misery hath not made my spiiit meek • 
Mine agony rends the bridal- veil I cry, 

Como see what ghastly wounds bleed hidden here 1 
JBebold where all the Tortures of tl Past 
Are stored by Law, and sanctified for use. . 

I drag my burthen to a nation's throne, 

And pray deliverance from this Tyrant’s power. 
Pity mO, all good people, as ye sit 
Within the golden circle of sweet marriage, 

Loving and loved, glorying and glorified ; 

Whose love makes life so dear, that when ye die 
And sit on heavenlier heights, your eyes will search 
To find the garden where Love’s fruitage grew , 
The nest from whence your pretty nmmings flew ; 
Our old World smiling thio’ its cloudy fold. 

And love it for the marriage love of old.” 

She ceased, and from afur mcthouglit there came 
Across the night an echo aid and low, 

Love answering love, heart crying unto heart. 


8 In the merry spring-tide when green bud*> stni t. 
Wings bievk liom the lmsk of ( ue, 

And the de id beauty blossoms ig un in my lit u t. 
As I dietm of the things that weie , 

The bm it l P ist lift* th a radiant bi ovj , 

Some phiubom-b irk toucheth life’s shine , 

And it floateth me fir fiom the so i rowful Now, 
Into* Love’s happy No\ermoie. 
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“ She rises before me, that Darling of mine. 

Whom I lost in the world so wide ; 

0 come to me, come to me, let thine arms twine 
About me, my life 1 my Bride ! 

Ah me 1 1 am breaking my heart to see 
But the Image enshrined at its core; 

Yet Memory’s sighs bring a balm to me. 

Out of Love’s happy Nevermore. 

44 How I poured all my life, in a beaker of bliss 
For her 1 how I held the cup, 

As the le ives, though the wanton winds will kiss. 
Their tremulous dews hold up! 

And my mind it walkt in a raiment white. 

Where stariy thoughts reaied a dome; 

And the feast was spread, and the chamber alight 
For the guest tk it never oaine homo. 

“ Lovely slic was as the lily is white. 

When the beiuty of morn it wean> : 

Pure she was as the peifect light 
That luloetli hippy tears. 

Hearts straightway tosc from the shadow and cloud. 
Where the light of her presence kist; 

Yet over tho might of the proudest she rode. 

Like Music, as she list. 

44 Love, rosy clear, in her cheek’s faint dyes. 

Its first sweet bloom just took; 

Love eatno tiembling up m her eyes 
As the stars m a happy brook . 

l>o ir es! they were are ims of heaven, with a dance 
Of light in their deep rich gloom; 

Whence the smiling boat t looht like the golden glance 
From the piusyS purple bloom. 

44 O Darling of mine! does she ever think 
Of the old-time though ts and things ? 

O Darling of mine! does she come to dxiuk 
At these wormwood spirit-springs ? 
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For I sometimes drenm as I bend above. 

That the ki&s of her Ups clings there. 

And the fading balm of her breath of love 
Is eloquent in the £ir. 

M If we met unaware, just to ease her heart’s pain. 
Would she fall on my bosom and sob ? 

Or would old memories glide through her brain 
With never an added throb ? 

Is hor pillow e’er wet in the dead night-hours > 
When the heat of the day is o’er, 

Poes she turn, like me, for a handful of flowers. 
Into Love’s happy Nevermore ? 

“ O there is no heart that loves on earth 
But may live to be loved again • 

Some other heart hath the same dear birth, 

And aches with the same sweet pain. 

And Loa e may yet come with a golden ray 
Shall lighten my life’s despair : 

But Lo\e hath no second shaft can slay 
The first love nestling there. 

“ In the merry spiing-tule when green buds start, 
Wuigs break from the husk of caic. 

And the dead beauty blossoms again in my heart. 
As I dream of the things that were ■ 

The buried Past lifteth a radiant brow. 

Some phantom-bark touch eth life’s shore : 

And I am borne far from the sorrowful Now, 

Into Lo\e’s li «.ppy Nevermoie.” 


All this was but the imagery of Dream ; 

For when the Morn in rootless radiance rose, 
Her breath of beauty palpitating light, 
WitbVloudfc of color smiling from the ground 
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A sparkling ecstasy in the blue air ; 

And 1 with marvelling eyos had broke the seal 
Of slumber, read the letter of my Dream. 

Lo, Charmian was a fair and smiling Woman ! 
And oft the dimple gleamed upon her cheek. 

To vanish like a dew-drop in a rose ; 

And oft her laugh with rockless richness rung, 
And shook a shower of music-pearls around. 

I peered into the windows of her eyes. 

As one might come by light of day to look 
A down the glade whore lie had seen the dance 
Of weird Elves in the night, but finds no trace. 

An aspect of the Graces ! who could know 
The wreathen face that writhed in my Dream t 

But still, as in my Dream, T see her stand, 

Too living for a picture in romance, 

Telling the wild stern story of her wrongs, 
Holding the groat Curse up to Heaven for ever, 
To call God’s lightning down, altlio’ it kill 
Her with her wedded Curse. And in my Dream 
The and queens of prospering love go by, 

And lit tic hoed tliis Martyr by the way ; 

This poor weak woman trembling ’neath her load 
This life fast fettered to a festering corse ; 

This lovo that bleeds to death at many wounds : 
This passing Tragedy of Soul within 
Our five acts of tne Sense, that breaks its way 
Thro 1 human hearts i’ the Theatre of a world. 




OPINIONS OP THE PRKsS. 


London Timm. 

“ Ft is the production of a young man who has 
fought his way to tho Temple-gate bvtord in hand. 
May the summer morning ho fair as the spring 
daw n is bright ! ’ ’ 


Athnia om . 

“ Jn him wo have a genu me songster. Ho has tho 

true faculty of or* ati\e lift* Pew poems in our 

recent outgrowth of poetic literature arc finer than 

borne of these lo\c-\ersrH VV r e have quoted 

enough to show that hero is another poet, — and one 
whose and position as a teacher and preacher 
cloth** him with unusual interest.” 


Wad wood's Mngn ; i nr. 

14 Gkicald Massky lias already won for himself a 
considerable name in lyrical poetry. He possesses 
a largo share of tho pool's stirring inspiration : ho 
has within him the soul of a poet. What he has 
already done — and it is worthy of high praise — 
we take but as an instalment of what ho is yet to 


Edinburgh JRriicw. 

‘‘Mr. Gerald Massey's poems haws already gone 
through several editions, and some of them ueeorve 
tlioiar populari ty . Tho most fastidious tastes Vill be 
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most charmed with such \orsen an those. . . . T1 i«*iv 

is ft real glow about all that Mr. Massey writes.'* 

London Quart* rly Rnitw. 

44 Tlis loie-pootiy is Aery pure anil sweet, and 
frequently rivals the most genuine strains ol 
Burns.” 

Sped at or. 

44 That a man struggling 'through such dilhi ulties 
should write with a iacility, a melody, an elegance 
of sentiment, and a breadth oi thought, quite equal 
to any of our minor poets, and in these respects not 
far short of writers scarcely to he reckoned as minor, 
is indeed surprising.’ * 

Vharobn's' s Journal. 

“ If the extracts we ha\o given do not sutliee to 
show the promise with which this \clume abounds, 
wo mustph*a<l guilty to a misapprehension of what 
constitutes poetry of a high Order, full of originality 
and freshness of feeling ” 

Kramincr. 

44 This book pontaina not a few lines and passages 
which may be fairly called immortal verso. Wo 
givB it Our best letters of recommendation.” . / 

* » 

* New York Tribune . 

44 Gkraid Massey may anticipate a hrigl it career 

among the modern masters of song None hut 

the* sternest or most uarrow-inmdtd eritiis will 
doubt that (It ‘raid Massey is born for a poet. He 
possesses a teeming imagination, which luxuriates 
in all the glories of the outward universe. Never 
before were the joys of marriage life sung in such 
glowing strains.” 








